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CHAP.-L 


Here a range Galamaufry, and a New Aclor is © 
F241 1 $5 introduced. Ph Ces FA 


TERE the Chevalier, diſguiſed in the Habit 

. 4 of a Portugueſe, and ſpeaking nothing but the 
Language of that Country, taking with him an 
Interpreter, travelled on to Saliſbury, where his 
Son met him, having alſo made his Eſcape from 
the College du Placis, where he had been placed by his 
Father. He had continued there five Years, dur- 
ing the Doctor's Travels: through Spain and Por- 
tugal, &c. who forgot to remit the Stipend agreed 
upon for his Maintenance and Education. The 
Youth was frequenily preſſed to embrace the 
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School at Kenſington, 


rit in a Fiſh-Cart. 
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 Remiſh Faith but in vain; for he was ſo thoroughly 
initiated in the Principles of the Proteſtant Religion, 
during his Continuance at the Rev. Mr, Crow's 
that all their attempts 
proved fruitleſs. 
At length the College proceeded to Severities ; 
which obliged him to think of his Eſcape. This 
he effected by travelling through the Gates of Pa- 
When he got as far as S. 
Dennis, he fell in company with an Jig Prieſt, 
who was coming over to England as a Miqionary, 


to make Proſelytes to the Roman-Catbolic Religion. 


| Young Taylor tells the Prieſt, that he was of 


a good Family in England, that were Roman-Ca- 
—  tholics, which, he made no Doubt, would be very 
ſervicable to him in the Work be went upon. 


They ſet forward on Foot for Calais, ſtill keeping 
an Tye upon the Diligence or Stage-Carriage. 
This ſerved to direct them in their Journey, being 


both Strangers to the Road. 
By the Time they had chad Abbeville, which 


is about halt Way from Paris to Calais, the Fa- 
tigue of Travelling, and the Heat of the Wea- 
uw; threw the poor Pricſt into a Fever. 

Our young Traveller, expecting every Moment 
to be purſued, had only time to ſay to the Prieſt, 
Dieu vous bienifse, and purived his Journey, till he 
arrived at Boulogne, 


Here his Feet being galled with Travelling, he 
was glad to accept of the Offer of a returned Poſt- 


Horſe. Upon which he arrived at Calais; where 
he was ſeized by the Soldiers as he entered the 
| Gates, who carried him before a Magiſtrate, 
where he was required to produce his Paſſport. 
It is impoſſible to conceive the Terror with 
which our young Traveller was ſtruck at this 


Demand. 
Dungeons. 


He was ſure ſome of his College 


Friends 


He dreaded” immediate Chains and 


— —_—_—_ —  <—_—— 
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Friends had been before Hand with him; that he 
was to be carried back to Paris, and there undergo 
all that diſappointed Bigotry, in its Rage, could 
inflict. 
In this terrible Condition, being ill vreſſed by 
the Magiſtrate to produce fome Account of him- 
ſelf, he recollects that he had about him a Letter 
from his Uncle, inviting him to come to England; 
he produces it : And the Uncle expreſſing in the Let- 
ter his Thanks to the Profeſſors of the College du 
Placis for the Care they took of his Nephew ; ; the 
Governor ſeeing this, made no Doubt but he came 
away with the Conſent of his Ten and diſ- 
miſſed him immediately. 
Our Traveller, having no Baggage to inſpect, 
his whole Cargo conſiſting of a few Livres, a ſe- 
cond Shirt, a Telemachus and an Ovid, was imme- 
diately diſcharged. : 
. : te embarks for England. But not being able to 
purchaſe a Cabin, he is tumbled in among the com- 
mon Lumber. Hard as his Lodging was, Fatigue 
and Anxiety ſoon flung him into a very ſound Sleep; 
which continued till the Acclamations of the Sailors, 
for landing ſafe at the Tower-Dock had awaked him; 
when rubbing his Eyes, and finding, with great 
ty Joy where he was, without further Delay he once 
more leaped upon Proteſtant Ground. He gave 
three Springs and aHuzza,and flung what little Money 
Ahe had, in his Tranſports, among the Mob. But 
. ſeeing three Wine-Porters marching towards him, 


e one of them being bare-headed, the Sight of their 
oh Surplice and Sleeves put him in Mind of his ca- 
9 


nonical Friends at Paris. He runs into a Barber's 
wm Shop to avoid them. The Barber aſked, if he was 
I} mad ? ſaid, they were no Bailifs, but ſome Por- 
3] ters. He recovers himſelf, begs Pardon, and aſks 
e the Way to Heg/don. He is directed to his grand 
Lucie at the ow Oak, who received him kindly, 


and 
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and tells him, that his Father the Chevalier was 
then at Falmouth... | | 
HFaving lately landed from Portugal, he writes to 
his Father, who ſends him immediately two Suits 


of Cloaths of blue Damaik lined with black Silk, 


and emboſſed with Frogs of the fame Colour. The 


Air and Cut of theſe Cloaths expreſſed ſomething 
foreign, which the Mob, in their great Wiſdom, 
were pleaſed to call Frenchified, 1 


CHAP. Il 


4 grave Criticiſm on a very paltry Performance. 


T HUS equipped, the young Chevalier tra- 


vels to the Borougb-Fair ; where he ſeems 


an human Exotic in the Fyes of that polite Aſſem- 


bly. They ſoon ſaw the Ridiculouſneſs of his 


Dreſs, and judged the Singularity of it to be a pub- 


lic Crime, which, by the Law of Nations, the 


Populace have ever preſumed to puniſh. - 


Now whether this Incident may not furniſh Dints 


to ſome licentious Inquirers concerning the real 
_ _ Grounds and true Bottom of moral Rectitude and 


natural Propriety, 1s a Queſtion which the curious, 
at their beſt Leiſure, may pleaſe to determine. But 
why the Faſhion of a Coat, for being only a little 
uncommon, ſhould give ſuch Provocation to two 


or three thouſand rational Beings, in a Land of 
Liberty too, where every one may indulge his Fan- 
cy with Impunity, either in the Choice of his Tay- 


lor, or his Parſon, is perhaps a Queſtion not eaſily 


anſwere t. „5 | a 

A handſome genteel young Man, with a modeſt 
and inoffenſive Deportment, is made the Butt of 
Inſolence, Brutality and Abuſe, in the moſt merci- 


le's and ſavage Manner, becauſe he wore Frogs 
SE 3 e upon 
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upon his Coat, his Hat under his Arm, and his 


Sword by his Side, 


93 


I have ſeen Turkies indeed ſet a quarreling by 
rubbing a little Mud on one or two of their Heads; 
the Parties ſo marked were purſued by the reſt as 
Enemies to the whole Species: But this let the 


Moraliſts clear up. It will be ſooner done, 


8 


than our young Chevalier's Coat can be reſtored to 
its original Freſhneſs. His Finery is defaced. A 
very coarſe Welcome to his native Country. He 
draws his Sword, purſues one of the Judges into 
Blackman-Street, who had been the firſt who gave 
his practical Opinion againſt the Drapery above- 
mentioned. He was not ſingular. The whole 
Pandemonium with Hand and Voice ſoon ſeconded 


his Sentiment. 


The preſcribed Criminal, with more Frogs on 
his Coat than he ſet out with, eſcapes to the Water- 
Side half frighted to Death; takes Boat, and in a 
Day or two recovers his Reaſon, and his Cloathing 


in ſome Degree. 


He takes a Place in the Saliſbury Coach, his 
Father having appointed to meet him in that 


+> 


He is ſtared at again by the Paſſengers in the Ve- 
hicle, who treat him with Mockery inſtead of Mud, 
and by a thouſand aukward Conundrums, and Bear- 
garden Railleries, kept pelting him all the Way. 
He endeavoured to make Repriſals in broken Engliſh, 
tor he had almoſt loſt his native Tongue, being ſo 
long abſent in France, But this Circumſtance was 
a freſh Aggravation of his Guilt. They talked 
loud to him, as if he was deaf ; and aſked him 


could never be poſſeſſed of the former. 


Queſtions as if he were an Idiot, wiſely judging 
that good Senſe and a good Engliſh Accent were 
convertible Terms, and he that wanted the latter, 


There 


the Simplicity and Nakedneſs of the Quaker's own 


him to get himſelf ſhorn at the next Barber's Shop, 
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There was a Parſon in the Coach, who adviſed. 
him, if he went a hunting, to beware the Fate of 
Abſalom, leſt, ſays he, the Branches may faſten in 
your Frogs, and you may hang between the Hea- 
ven and the Earth. To which the Stripling who 
wanted not a Repartee, and muſtering all his litile 
Engliſh together, anſwered his Reverence, that 
Tyburn though a ſmooth Tree and without 
Branches, might be full as dangerous to a plain 
Coat and one of his Colour too. A Quaker in 
the ſame Carriage, notwithſtanding his Gravity 
could not refrain, with a ſanctified Sneer, to pull 
off one or two of his Vanities, as he called them, 
ſaying, They were the Livery of Satan, and Shreds 
of the Whore of Babylon. 

By the Time he had reached the Inn, the 
Luxury of his Corintbian Coat was retrenched to 


Caſſock. His Hair was alſo a great Offence; the 

Curls of which, the Quaker ſaid, reſembled the 
Snares of a vile Courtezan, much more than the | 
Ornaments of a manly and rational Choice, adviſed 


and he would lend him his Weolzn Night- Cap, 
till his Hair ſhould grow: as grey and as ſtrait as his 
con. 

To which a Solly: Gentlowoman with a ruddy 
_ Complexion, a little flaked and diverſified like 
Marble, who had no Stays on, anſwered, Hell's 
Luck to your old quaking Carcaſs, can't you let 
the ſweet young Gentleman alone, and be damned 
to you; and you, you roping old reverend For- 
nicator, with your dry Rubs and be curſed to you; 
may be I don't know you : By Jeſus, you have not 
paid for the laſt Flogging you had at my Houſe, 
and Sally Winter will tear the Gown off your Back, 
when ſhe meets you next. 7 
CI 


Door. al | 
The Lad revoliefted THR more Eg the Sin- 
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This unexpected Sally flung a Damp over the 
two ſpiritual Prigs. They were more merciful in 


their Attacks for the future; whilſt Mrs. Brandy- 


noſe bullied with her Frowns, but tipt the friendly 


Wink upon the young Chevalier. In ſhort, ſhe 


= 1 the Peace till Oy arrived at a 


4 mere Seng 


E R E the young DoQor meets his Father, 


who ſtood e for the Conch at the Inn 


gularity of his Dreſs, than his Perſon ; which, 
however varied in ſome uneſſential Modes, yet fill 
preſerved an Identity of Character. 


He receives the Youth with great Marks of 


Kindneſs, which however ſeemed a little daſhed 
with Diſcontent. The Lad's Mien and fine Ap- 
proach to Manhood, alarmed the Doctor. He 
dreaded, it ſeems, the Point of Compariſon, leſt 
the Lady ſhould make Concluſions to his Dilad- 
vantage. = 


He calls the Landlord and tells him, this is my 


darling Son, but he is not at all like me; that 
long Hair. of his has quite diſguiſed him; I muſt 


have it off immediately. The Truth is, the Boy 
had a very fine Head of Hair, which the Barber, 
for a good Price, ſoon cut off. The Chevalier 


dubbs him in one of his own old Wigs, and cries 5 


out, Aye, now you look like a Man. Why, Fack, 
you are as like me as my own Brother ; for that 


under. 


was indeed the Character he would bave bim paſs 


| The 


98 THE HISTORY OF 
The Doctor's Diamond Croſs, that dazling In- 


figne of the Order of Chriſt, which he put on in 


Portugal, happened to ſtrike the Senſorium of a cer- 
tain reverend Father, an Jriſb Prieſt, then reſiding 


at Saliſbury, who was retained there by a Group of 

Neighbours as their private Chaplain. He conclu- 
ded inſtantly that the Chevalier was a moſt zealous 
| Roman-Catbolic, He gets acquainted with him 


through Means of the Landlady at the Inn. He 
tells him he had a private Chapel at about two 
Miles diſtance from the Town; to which, ſays he, 
ſeveral Ladies and Gentiemen, who pretend to be 
Proteſtants under Appearance of riding out for the 
Air, or going a hunting, conſtantly reſort. They 
are grateful, ſays the Prieſt, for my ſpiritual Ad- 


miniſtrations, and large in their temporal Acknow- 
ledgements. To tell you the Truth, moſt of them | 


arè my own Converts; for I am here, my Jewel, 

upon the Miſſion. And, though the People are 
ſharp enough in their worldly Concerns, yet they 
know ſo litile of Religion here of any kind, that 
they are the eaſieſt Prey I ever met with in my 


whole Life. I vow to my God, Sir, a Cobler or a 


Weaver, in the North of /reland, knows more of 
Chapter and Verſe, than the Squire, or the Parfon 
himſelf, in this Country. 5D 


- Beſides, Sir, a good Make of Perſon ; as for In- 


Nance, now I am near ſix Foot high. You ſee | 


my Shoulders, and my ſtanding, they are pretty 


ſtout, good Iriſb-built Timber, with other Things 


in Proportion. Ha, my Dear, what will you have 
of it, Doctor? (for I ſee you are a Sportſman your- 
ſelf.) We have Bodies to work upon as well as 
Mind; and our Inſtructions of late are very copi- 
ous upon that Head. By my Soul, I have found'it 
anſwer better with me, than any intelleQual At- 
tempts I was able to make; I mean, Sir, withthe 

Ladies only ; oh, underſtand me right. I mean, 

Ns. | | ys pes the 
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the Ladies only. I generally make my Way thro 


the Wife, to gain the Huſband. It is an excellent 


Medium, and very pleaſing in the Practice, I could 


name you five rich Merchants in London, that I 


have liſted under the Catholic Banner, by Means 
of theſe Apoſtles in Petticoats, their own Wives. 


I have now a neighbouring Curate in Town. His 
Spouſe i is already in the Pale of the Church, and I 


expect he will ſoon follow. I have given him very 
good Books to read, ſuch as the Fifty Reaſons, Dr. 
Shait, and the Catholic Chriſtian. Oh, the Devil 
go with that Dr. Middleton, he has ſpoiled my Mar- 


| ket with his curſed Letter from Rome. By Jeſus, 


It is a very comical Sort of a Book, In it, ſure e- 
nough, Doctor, there is a great many Things be- 


long to all Things ; but 'tis none of my Buſineſs, : 


you know, to cry out Whore firſt. 


This Curate has but a very poor Living, that's 
another ſtrong Motive; and then we have large Col- 
lections made among the rich Catholic Families for 
the Encouragement of Converts. And over and 
above all this, (among Friends) I doubt, the ho- 


neſt Curate takes very light Meals of Religion of 


any Kind, He never had a ſpiritual Surfeit in his 
Life. He was talking of going over to Whitefield. 
But, I believe, I have given him the Bait; ſo that : 


he is as good as within my Trap. 

I have been very lucky this laſt Summer i m the 
Town here. I can reckon our Landlady herſelf in the 
Number of the Elect. By my troth, ſhe is a kind, 
believing, good Sort of a Woman in it. But her 


Huſband is a Heretic to the Back-bone. St. Ig- 
natius himſelf could not move him. 


My dear Sir, Lam to give Maſs, with an Ex- 


; hortation, on Monday Morning next, at my ſpi- 
ritual Farm in the Fields, where I ſhould rejoice - To 
ſee you. Upon my Prieſthood, I will introduce 
and recommend you to many of my Congreg ation, 
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who are People of Fortune and Family, and may 


ſerve you in your Profeſſion; for I give Sight one 
Way, and you another. 


The Doctor thanked him, but felt an Indignation 


riſe within him. He made ſome ſhrewd Reflec- 


tions upon his Story. His very Biood boiled, to 


think, that Popery was taking ſuch large Strides in 


England. The Inquiſition ſprung up with all its 
Terrors in his Mind. He could hardly refrain from 


falling foul upon the Prieſt ; but he checked his 


e nRg% and promiſed to be at Maſs on Mon- 


But Sunday, it ſeems, happened, a Day that 


day. 
the DoQor diſtinguiſhed by the Name of Clamare 


Oppidum; that is, the Day on which he uſed to 


alarm the Town, He puts on all his Bravery ; 
for he made up a dazling Suit, which, with his 
Diamond Ring and Croſs, rendered him a Rival to 


his Brother the Sun. 
In all this Pomp and Glory, he enters the Ca 


thedral, when Service was about half over; and 
preſſing up cloſe to the Parſon, drew upon him, in 
an Inſtant, the Eyes of the whole Congregation. 

He behaved himſelf with ſuch Majeſty and Firm- 

neſs, that they took him for ſome German Prince, 
who came to admire their ately Gothic Cathe- 
Aral. 


Service done, he is followed by the Eyes of the 


whole Congregation to his Inn; where he had not 


been many Minutes before he was accoſted in a ve- 
ry polite Manner, by a Gentleman reſident at 


Saliſbury. He invited the Doctor to dine with him; 
which indeed he did, and paſt the Evening in a very 


elegant Manner. He was regaled by the Gentle- 


man's fine Taſte, Wit, and Learning, e with 
ſome excellent Muſic. 


In the Evening the Doctor returns to his En! in 


high Spirits, being ſet down out of the Gentleman s 
_ own 2 Coach, 


; He | 
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He finds the Prieſt and the Landlady happy over 

a Bowl of Punch together. . 
N The Prieſt immediately expreſſed his Concern, 
at hearing that the Doctor had been to Church in 
ſuch State. He hoped he was a Man of Honour, 


laſt Converſation. 
The Doctor aſſured him, it was his uſual Manner 
of making himſelf known, that he had a Diſpen- 


ceſſary to the carrying on his Buſineſs; bid him ba- 


niſh all Suſpicion, and drank the Pope's Health in 


a Bumper. „„ 
The Prieſt took him by the Hand, and ſaid, 


To-morrow ſhould convince him, how much he 


was his Friend. 5 7 
To- morrow comes. The Doctor keeps his 
Word ; is preſent at the Exhortation and the Maſs. 


The firſt had ſuch an original Eſſence of Abſurdity 
in it, and was in every Reſpe& ſuch a compleat 


Rhapſody of Bombaſt, Blunder, Nonſenſe, and the- 
| broadeſt Brogue, that the Doctor could not forbear 
Matching as much out in Short-Hand, as bis Pencil 

or Attention from Laughter would ſuffer him to 

take down. op rai, od 
Father Phelim O Comeſty, for that was his Name, 
having mounted the Roſtrum, and croſſed himſelf 


in due Form, took Notice, with great ſeeming Hu- 


mility, that this was the firſt Time he had the 
Honour and Happineſs to 2ddreſs himſelf, from the 
_ Pulpit, to his beloved Aſſembly of Catholics. 


People run Brandy and Tobacco in heland, at the 
Riſque of their Necks. But, ſays he, St. Patrick 
himſelf was perſecuted for the Truth, and ſtolen 
Waters are ſweet. „ 


3 
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and would not reveal the Subject-Matter of their 


ſation for ſuch Liberties, which were abſolutely ne- 
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He was ſorry to ſmuggle out his Benedictions and 
his Doctrine to them like contraband Goods, as the 
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Ah, ah, my Beloved, Icannot but weep, when I'll 


think of that unfortunate Hill of Croſb, a Keel near 
Kells in Ireland, where Tl uſe to ſhilebrate Maſs for 


thoſe Nagures formerly ; ; thoſe Nagures will not al- 


low me a Houſe over my Head, nor a Pulpit for put 


my Foots in; but the Craws and the Fowls of the Va- 


ley coming ſiteing, ſiteing down upon myſelf, and 
my Books in it. 

Viftoria ! Fiforia ] My Beloved, I have OE 
the Victory over the World, the Fleſh, and the 
Devil, and theſe Nagures. 

Here ſome unruly Woman began to titter, and 
aſk Queſtions. 

Upon which Father Phelim rebuked them with. 


great Wrath, and faid aloud, that Lotiſh's Wife 
was turned to a Pillar of Shalte, for one Look a- 


bout Quara ; for why? Urroo, becauſe, ſays he, 


| ſhe was Curioſhity, like the reſt of her Shorte, 


and after a Pauſe he went on. 
The Tix for this Day, he Ll Eu Monday,” 


is write in the ten and twenty Chapter of the holy 
Goſpel according to St. Sbobe, in the eleven and 
| forty Verſes, you'll found um this Way : Hes pour 
me out like Water, ſays he, and he's cruddle me like 
 Sheeſes. Hes pour me out like Water, =—_ he, and 
be's cruddle me like Cheeſes. 


My Beloved, I muſt remember you, by Way of 
Explanation upon my Tix, that there is three ſe- 


veral Sorts of Sheezes, for be conſhider here is, 


Firſt and foremoſt, There is your Crame Sheeſe, 


that is one. Oh that i is a very fine Sheeſe. Your 


Crame Sheeſe will contain in himſelf the Quinteſ-. 


ſence of all Sheeſes; for af you'll hold him with 
the Fire, he'll melt in Grace, and he'll rife in Glory. 
By the. Crame Sheeſe, is as much as to thay, The. 
holy Roman Catholic Church. 


nth There is your new „Milk Sbeeſe. n * 


no very bad Sheeſe. It is the beſt of the bad 


Sheeſes. | 
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Sheeſes. For af you'll hold him with the Fire, 
he'll melt in Grace; but he will not riſe in Glory. 
Ah, no, he will not riſe in Glory. By the new 
Milk Sheeſe, is as much as to ſhay, the3hurch of 
England, or that Way. 
Thirdly and laſtly, There is your ſkim Milk 
Sheeſe. Ah, that is a very bad Sheeſe. It is the 
_ worſt of the bad Sheefes, For af you'll hold him 
with the Fire, he'll neither melt in Grace, nor riſe 
in Glory. Ah, it is the Milk of theſe wicked 
black Goats, that (hall ſtand at the lift Hand at 
the Day of Judgment. By the ſkim Milk Sheeſe, 
is as much as to ſhay, the blue Prefbyterian in the 
North of Ireland. 
But the Perſon that we will commimorate this 
Day, i is now of theſe three ſneveral Shorts of Sheeſes. 
_ Arrah no, he is the true Mullabaue, which above 
them all is the bet, Euara for why ? Urroo, be- 
caſe he's make of Cruds, as you'll found him in 
the Tix — He's pour me out, ſays he, like Water, 
and he's cruddle me like Cheeſes. 
When St. Autbony, of Padua, was rravalll ing 
with his Foots upon the Ships of the Sea, the little 
Fiſhes will peep their Heads up out of the Water, 
to heard St. Anthony of Padua preach, But the 
Heretics is worſe than the Fiſhes, my Beloved. 
They will not liſten to the Voice of their Catholic 
Mother, when ſhe cries out, Whil al illo, andclaps 
her Hands, to bring them Home again. Urroo, 
no, they will ſpit in her Face, like wicked Children 
as they are, and kick the poor old Matron out of 
Doors. But the Catholic Shurch, my Beloved, is 
like a common Mile Bog, the more you hit up- 
on her, the faſter ſhe'i] grow, 
No the Prote/tants, that is to may, PE? Here- 
lies, whoſe Religion did begin with Luther and Cal- 
vin, they'll ſhay, that we ſhould not worſhip An- 
gels, nor their Shaints, nor their Shaint' s Pictures. 
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And to prove their Aſhirſhon, they'll brought you 


a Tix out of or, Exodus, where he'll write, Love 
God alone — Dher * Dhey it is there ſure enough. 


But what will we ſay in Anſwer to that again? He's 


write in the holy Goſpel according to St. Tobit — 
Love me, ſays he, and love my Dog. As naff he 
did fay, Love, God, love his Angels ; love his An- 
gels, love his Shaints ; love his Shaints, love his 
Shaints Pictures, as you'll found him in the Tix — 
He's pour me out like Water, ſays he, and he's crud- 


dle me like Sheeſes, " 


And now, having ſufficiently proved what I was 
about, I cannot but commiſerate the Caſe of the poor 

Catholics. Juſt as we were going to gain our own, 
and Prince Charles was bringing the Heretics all o- 
ver to the holy Mother Shurch, the Duke of Cum- 
berlan:{— augh bad Luck to his Breed; God con- 
found his Body and Shoul, what Buſineſs had he to 


Scotland? though, by Jeſus, he's a brave Soldier 


zoo. But what fraids upon we? the Pope he'll 
pray for us, Prince Charles will relieve us, and his 


_ Grace the Duke of Tyrconnel he'll fight for us. 


Judas Mac Aibee was a ſtout Warrior. So was 


Sbeſar and Alexander the Great. But, I vow to 
God, there was none of them all to be compare 


with his Grace the Duke of Tyrconnel, Ah eh 
yeyeh 7, yonder he ſhits, God give you Grace 


thereon to look. _ 5 


How my Heart bounces againſt my Ribs with 


Joy, my dear little Cluſter of Catholics, to find us 


all here together. The beſt Part of you are the 


Plants of my own Rearing, in a backward Climate 
and a barren Soil, where the North-Eaſt Wind 
blows all the Year, blaſting the Catholic Bloſſoms. 
But the holy Virgin, through Means of her pious 
Daughters, has raiſed up a Shelter here, at Saliſbury 

hot Beds, And where I Father Phelim OComeſty, - 


. „ t 
By God. + Oh my God! . 
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though unworthy with the Sweat of my Brow, and 
the Work of all that is manly in me, or without 
the toiling with Mind and Body Night and Day, to 
cultivate, refreſh, and multiply thole orthodox 
Trees, that will, one Time or other, I hope, help 

to wainſcot the New-Yeruſalem. 

Thanks to your Aid, my beautiful Naughters, 
through which I can do much. You feel, with a 
correſponding Pleaſure, the Labour and Succeſs of 

my frequent and fertile Endeavours. The Progrefs 
is precious to you; and you meet my Miſſion with 
all the Energy and Warmth that my Heart could 
wiſh. Youare my Fellow-Labourers in the Church's 
Vineyard. Your Watering-Pots refreſh the Roots, 
and give Growth to the Branches. Your Eyes are 
the Suns that ripen, and your Hands directeth the 
ſhooting out of theſe Catholic Saplins. My Zeal 
works with you, as did of old the Sons of God in 
the wy” og of Men, and ſhall bring forth Giants 
in the Faith, 

Laake then, my beet Apoſtles, my Sifters i in the 
Lord, my Helpmates in the good Work ; take then 
my bodily Thanks, and my ſpiritual Benediction. 
The whole man is yours, and all his Faculties; eve- | 

ry Inch of him your own ; and you deſerve him all. 5 
Look round you, with Triumph, behold the Har- 
veſt you have gathered, the Sheaves you have * 
bound with the Ligaments of Love, to fill up the 
Church's Granary, and preſerve the orthodox Seed 
for Generations to come. 

Oh, you Angels in Petticoats, Words are too 
little to tell you how I love you. The largeſt Mea- 
ſure of my Deeds fall far ſhort of the Feel I fain 
would give you of my infinite Gratitude. 

But Breakfaſt now is ready. So wiſhing you all 
a good Appetite, and that you may get ſafe Home 

without the Heretics Notice. For, by my Shoul, 
this Whig Wind will ſoon e a Shower. And 


F 4 now 
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nov the Bill hook he's lay with the Arſe of the Oak; 
and where the Tree will fall, there he'll ſtand. 
And if Death will come, and ſhoot you through 
the Liver, your Gall will broke, and your gone for 
ever: Which that you may all Ie, Tn noſter, 
Ave Maria, &c. &C. 

W hen this clegant Harangue was over, Father 
 Phelim introduces him to his Friends; where the 
Chevalier was aſtoniſhed to meet with ſeveral Fa- 

ces he had ſeen but Yeſterday at Church. 

They are all invited to Breakfaſt in the Prieſbs 

Refectory; where the Curate's new- converted 

Spouſe performed the Part of Miſtreſs of the Fa- 

mily, and behaved with particular Civilities to the 
Dod or. 

She was young and handſome. - The Chevalier 
thought he ſhould reclaim her; and that very In- 
{tant formed a Plan to counterwork the Prieſt, He 
; returned to Sali foury —.— takes no Notice. 


en Ap. Iv. 


| The Reader of Taſle foall Judge ef tbe Cataſt „ ohe. 


ND now the 86 like Cæſar at Rubs. 
con, feels a ſtrange Commotion within him. 
Affeclion, Reſentment, Glory, and Revenge are 
now at Loggerheads for Maſtery. Affection to the 
Church eſtabliſhed, in whoſe Cauſe he had ſuffered 
ſo much Reſentment, for the Rapine committed 
on her ſacred Pale, by this ſalacious Wolf of Rome, 
and then the Glory of a great 3 had ſwallow- 
ed vp his Mind. 
He ruminates 5 turns it over within. The Par- 
ſon's Wife too ſtimulates his Virtue; ſhe muſt be 
reſcued. The ſpiritual Knight-Errantry comes 
firong upon him. The Curate' s Conſort! no bear- 


ing 5 
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ing that, ſo near related to the Church, and ſo at- 
tractive too — the Scandal that muſt follow Her 
Huſband is indeed but a puny Man; the Prieſt 


a perfect Stallion. But be would meaſure Swords 
with him. He had fought a good Fight, made 
many Converts — ſhe ſhould not thus be Tot = the 
Miniſtry might reward him — but Virtue pays her- 


ſelf. 

Thus agitated | in a patriot Storm, and walking 
cenfivs in his Chamber, he is invited by the ſame 
Gentleman, who aſked him on Sunday to Dinner, 
to paſs the Evening with him. 

Here he found ah excellent. Concert of Muſi KC, 
which that elegant Connoiſſeur gives once a Week 


to his Neighbours ; as alſo feveral of Father Phe- 
lin's Congregation, together with the halt-convert- 
ed Curate, and his whole converted Wife. The 

Prieſt himſelf N US a Colonel of. the 


Guards. 


They are finely regaled by all that Wit, Taſte, 
Learning and Hoſpitality can beſtow. For the 


Maſter of the Feaſt is himſelf a Banquet, and has 
entertained the Public with his excellent literary 
Performances. | 


They break up at twelve. The Doctor, the 


prieſt, the Curate, and his Wife, repair to the 
Inn; Where they all intended to lodge. The Che- 


valier prevailed with the Prieſt and the Curate, to 
taſte a Glaſs of fine Burgundy, which, he ſaid, 


was preſented to him by a noble Lord in the Neigh- 
bourhood. They take a chearful Cup, and the 


Ladies, I mean. the Heſteſs «nd the Curate's Wife 
partake their- Portion, with Singlenels of Heart, 


and then retire, 

The Chevalier, whe ſees the Window of the 

Soul with the Eye of a Lynx, imagined, nay more, 
was very ſure that a Cartel was now ſettled between 

the Prieft and the Curate's Conſort, for his Atten- 
9 F 5 tion 
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tion was turned that Way; when preſently the 


Prieſt withdraws, and ſoon after enters the Land- 


lady like a clucking Hen, with a Mixture of Ten” 


derneſs, Reſentment, and Concern. She lookeds 


and moaned, and pecked, and fidged about, as if 


ſomething, that ſhe liked very much, was going 


wrong. The Doctor too became uneaſy ; and, 


by a kind of Infection, caught Hold of the ſame 
Symptoms. The Hoſteſs goes out. The Doctor 
quickly follows, and as quickly returns. He ſeizes 


the Curate by the Hand, and leads him to another 


Chamber, where the treacherous Hoſteſs was 


flanding at the Door, and holding up her Hands 
and Eyes in great Agony. Now, Sir, ſays the 


Doc or, fee what a ghoſtly guide you follow. 


They enter, when lo! the Prieſt was in the very 


Fever of his Miſſion, JeQuring to his Convert, the 


Curate's Wife, in all the Fervour of emphatic 
Zeal. The Stile and Manner had ſtruck the Cu- 


rate to the Soul. He cries out, Villain! Traitor! 
what do you in that Place? 


To which the intei rupted Caſuiſt, panting with 


Impatience, and perhaps a little Fear, his Hands 

being buſy in reſtoring a few Proprieties : I ſay, in 
_ this Confuſion, the Prieſt, after fetching Breath a 
litile, anſwered, What do 1 do in. this Place? 
Why, my jewel, ſays he, we are taught by our 


hiloſophy, that a Body muſt be always in ſome 
Place, The loce-motive Powers are very arbitra- 


ry; and the Body in this Caſe, is meerly paſſive, 
when the point is ſpiritual. 


At this the Landlord enters, 0 damn your : 


| Dodrine, Sir, you have been preaching to my 
Wife tov, your loco-roguiſh and your ſpiritual | 


Points, you Spawn of Babylon; PII ſpoil your : 


: Market. Go fetch a Conſtable. 


At this the guilty Levite, flinging himſelf at 


the Chevalier? $ Feet, cries out tor Mercy, puts 


him. 


him in ro how Frankly h he diſcloſed himſelf to 
him, and begged of all Pity to let him eſcape 
with Life. As to the Landlord, he would ſtop 


his mouth with a Purſe. The Curate was aſhamed 


to proſecute ; for the Prieſt had whiſpered ſome- 
thing in his Ear. In ſhort things were ſo ordered, 
that Father Phelemy and his "Horſe were foon 
miſſing. 

This Affair made, in ſome Sort, a new Scene 
neceſſary. Oxford, that celebrated Seat of the Mu- 
ſes, was the next Stage on which the Doctor per- 
formed a Part. He ſends his Harbingers before 
him. His Bills are diſtributed. He promiſes a 
public LeCture on the Thurſday following. And 


having the niceſt regard to Propriety in all his 


public Proceedings, he was determined to dreſs 


for the Character he was to appear in before that 


learned Audience. He beſpeaks a Suit of Black; 


5 which being brought to him on the 77onday, he 
thinks them not full breaſtel enough, ſo ſends _ 
them back to the Taylor, with Orders to make 


the Breaſt more full and handfome. The Coat 
is brought the ſecond Time; but the Door com- 


Plains of the Cut; ſays the Cloath is not well 
matched. In ſhort, he hires a Landau and fix 


Horſes, ſets out for London, has another Coat 


made there. Thus did he put himſelf to the Ex 


pence of two Coats and a halt, a Landau and fix 
Greys, and a Journey to London and back again, 


| meerly to give a Lecture erat, and that by | 


Canclle- Light too. 


He appears in his 8 Sables at the place and Time 


appointed. He talks of the Eye, that moſt a- 


ſtoniſhing Organ; laid open and explained its 
curious Contexture and wonderful Form, which 


made the young Oxonzans ſtare : For the Doctor 
unbuttoned the Eye, as he called it, with as 
much caſe as bis Waiſtcoat, | 
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CHAP Sv, 
Patience or Pleaſure. 


The G at Oxford. 


HE Eye, ſays the Chevalier Tape; moſt 


illuſtrious Sons of the Muſes, moſt learned 
Oxoniant, whoſe Fame I have heard celebrated 
in all Parts of the Globe; the Eye, that moſt. 
amazing, that ſtupendous, that comprehending, 
that incomprehenſible, that miraculous Organ; 
the Eye is the Proteus of the Paſſions, the 
Herald of the Mind, the Interpreter of the Heart, 
and the Window of the Soul. The Eye has 
Dominion over all Things. The World was made 


1” for, the Eye, and the Eye for the World. 


My Subject is Light, moſt illuſtrious Sons of 
1.terature, intellectual Light. Oh, my philoſo- 
phical, metaphyſical, my claſſical, mathematical, 
mechanical, my theological, my critical Audience, 


my Subject is the e Tou are the Lye of 
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England, 

England has two Tyes, Oxfird and Cambridge. 
They are the two Eyes of England, the two in- 
telle cual Eyes. You are the right Eye of Erg- 
land, the eldeſt ſiſter in Seien and the firſt 


| "Fountain of Learning in all Europe. What filial 


. 
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Joy muſt exult in my Boſom, in my vaſt Cir- 
cuit, as copious as that of the Sun himſelf, to 
ſhine in my Coutſe, upon this my native Soil, 
and give Light even at Oxford! _ 
Let there be Light, that firſt Fiat of the Almigh- 
ty, and tbere was Light. For whoſe Uſe, I pray? 
For the Uſe of Man, for the Uſe of the Eye. 
The Angels wanted it not; the Sun was kindled, 
| the 
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the Stars were lighted up; the grey Dawn and 
the milky Way, the Conſtellations, the Morn- 
ing Planets, and all the bright Chandeliers over 
Head, were all hung out, rank and file, to miniſ- 
ter to this little Speck, this Peep-hole of the Mind, 
this Inlet of the Soul, this Surveyor of the Uni- 
verſe, this Lord of all Things, the ee. 

The Eye is the Huſband of the Soul; through 
it ſhe conceives, becomes pregnant, and brings 

forth Knowledge. 

Amazing how ſuch large Objects find a paſſage 
through ſo ſmall an Aperture. Bodily Conceptions 
are generally the Works of Darkneſs, where the 

coarſe Senſe of Feeling alone is gratified; and on 
one Side, alas! how ſuddenly cloyed. 1 

Ahe Fye | is indefatigable. The Eye is an ange- 
lic Faculty. The Eye, in this Reſpect, is a 
Female. The Eye is never tired of ſeeing; that 


"Ws. Of taking in, aſſi e and enjoying all * 
Nature's Vigour. 


All Nature is but one great AQ of Love. 
The material and immaterial World conceive and 
bring forth together. The other Senſes are the 
Soul's Gallants, fuch as Hearing, Feeling, Smell- 
ing, and ſo fofth; with which ſhe intrigues a 
Moment or two, and then returns to her lawful 
Hufband the Eye. 

The Children got 1 the Soul and the 
Eye, are legitimate Nature's genuine Iſſue; ſome 
of which can only with herſelf expire; the Brats 
of the other Senſes die as ſoon as born. 

In corporal Generation too, how powerful is the 
Eye | It is the Signal of the Affections; and with 

a ſingle Glance, can proclaim the Pulſations of 
the Heart. It is the Lightning of Deſire, and the 

| Loadſtone of the Soul; whoſe magic Effluviums 
inchant the Imagination attract the Coalitions, 


irritae 
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irritate the Muſcles, ſtimulate the Nerves, and 
brace up the whole Apparatus of Propagation. 
The Eye is, in ſome Sort, the Purveyor, or, 
as others waggiſhly call it, the Pimp of the ſoft 
_ Paſſion, which provokes and brings Parties together 
to a certain Rencounter, and then is aſhamed to 
look on. 
The green Mantle of the Earth, the azure 
N. ght-Gown of the Sky ſtudded ſo thick with 
Gad, the Trees, the Flowers, and the Gardens, 
the Gems, the Carbuncles, and even the Diamonds 
themſelves, [here the Doctor made a fine Diſ- 
play of his Croſs, and Ring] begot by Nature 
in the ſecret Womb of Earth, are all brought 
forth by the Midwife Induſtry, are all poliſhed 
to the pureſt Ray, to entertain, to regale the ra- 
viſhed Eye. 
All that is luminous, all that is graceful i in Hea- 
ven and in Earth; nay, Beauty itſelf, that ſera- 
phic Circle! that cluſtered Conſtellation of hu- 
man Cherubs, the Ladies themſelves, were created, 
or rather copied from the Angels, to give the Eye 
Delight beyond Expreſſion. The Ladies were 
made for the Eye; for the Eye firſt, and then 
for the Soul, and then for ſomething more ſub- 
ſtantial. Body and Soul are both due to the 
Ladies, theſe Divinities on Farth, who retwrn 
the Offerings they receive with tenfold Intereſt, 
and overwhelra the Worſhipper. 
We owe the Ladies to the Eye, thoſe Tran- 
- ſcripts of the Angels, thoſe Specimens of future 
Bliſs, thoſe Fountains of Joy, thoſe Dainties of 
| Deſire, thoſe Cordials of all human Care, who 
people the Earth with their Energy, and the 
Sky with Inhabitants; theſe Patterns of Purity 
and Love, theſe Maſter-Pieces, theſe lucky Hits 
of Heaven are the fineſt Regale for the Eye of 
Man, 
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Man, where it feaſts upon the wang of the Lip, 


ow of the 
Forehead, and the Cherub in the Eye; and yet 


the Vermillion of the Cheek, the 


even theſe are but the Signs, the Invitations held 
out of that extatic, that Soul „ But 
Language is too weak. 

All that the azure Vault on high, the rich 


Mantle of the Earth below, the Gardens, the 


Groves, the beautiful Flowers, the Quarries of 
India can produce, all Nature's richeſt Cabinet 


of "Treaſures, with ten thouſand ſuperior Attrac- 
tives, ſhine forth confeſſed in them. They are 


the Abſtract, the Quinteſſence, the Miniature of 


all that is charming and good. You ſee it, you 


feel it; your Looks, your Breath, your Colour, 
your whole Perſons elated, diſtended, erected, ex- 


preſſed, nay proclaim their magic Empire, their 


inchanting Dominion over the Heart of Man. 
This is the greateſt Good the Eye can give us. 
Without the Eye what were all this amazin 


World of Charms? A meer Mouthful of Moon- 


ſhine, a Sheet of blank Paper, a Candle in the 


Deſart; for my Lady is no more chan Joan in 


the Dark. 205 
What an Orator is the Fye! that Short-and, 


that Cypher of the Soul, whoſe fingle. Glance : 


conveys a Volume. 

The Tongue is an upſtart, a tedious Intruder, 
a limited Prate-roaſt ; who ſpeaks the Language 
of a ſingle Kingdom or County perhaps, and that 
but poorly too. Words are an artificial, tedious, 


cCeontracted obſcure, and imperfe& Commerce, a 


Kind of Focus Pocus, a jugling Compact, agrees 
upon by a few, and underſtood by fewer till ; 


Meſſenger ſent a round-about Way to the Dake N 


1 ſtanding, through a certain, dirty, winding, Ca- 
: 7 | nal; 
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nal; where a little Wax can ſtop its Career, 
or a paltry Fibre unbraced, deſtroy the whole Bu- 
ſineſs. 

As far as the bungling Productions of human 
Hands are inferior to the exquiſite Works of Na- 
ture, ſo far is the Faculty of the Eye above that 
of the Tongue. How many Ages old was the 

Creation before that Babel, that farmib of Sounds, 
called Language, was ſent among Men as a Curſe ? 
The Eye is the Orator of Nature, and talks the 
Language of the Univerſe, of all beneath the 
Moon, of all above it: It talks the Language of 
Heaven too: It renders uſeleſs all Sounds, except 
the tender Moanings of Lovers, thoſe turtle Coo- 
_ ings of Deſire, thoſe nameleſs: Throbbings of 
Fruition; theſe, theſe are the genuine DiQates of 
the broken Raptures of the Soul, which ſhe. 
ſcorns to ſhape into Nr nor can ſhe „ 
Time in fo baſe a Labour. 
The Eye is the quick Flaſh, the f 1b : 
of the Piece. Language is the ſhot that loiters at- 
ter with much Mens indeed, but ſeldom hits the 
Maroc 5; 
O ye Sons and Daughters of Mineroa; ye 
Children of Wiſdom, ye Offspring of Oxford, 
how precious is the Eye! To it we owe the li- 
terary Treaſures of tis Faſt. The ſacred Arca- 
num of the Hebrew Ark are all laid open to the Ele | 
in the learned Pages of Antiquity ; the Cadmean 
Character, the myſtic Type, the claſſic Stores of 
Greece, the Ægytian Hieroglyphics, the Roman 
| Medal, and, what is worth them all, the encoun- 
tering and the yielding Glance, the liquid Light- 
ning and. the trembling Orbs, the melting Cryſ» Þ 
tal and the ſhooting Soul; theſe, theſe the raviſh- _ 


RE ͤ % ô g K On oe "> "15 OY r — — 
r \ — I "Seth 8 5 
. I - — — 4 = _ ; A 
— - D * * & 
, = r =D © > = CRETE «ad — - - "IA 
4 N < ** eve "4 $ — 
* 3 wigs * - 7 


' * 1 f 5 — ITY * 
8 8 8 : * 
wt... = 
: 
0 N 2 — * 1 * 
2 — — n= * * "x S_—_— £ 2 * 
” 


ERC ˖ rn © en AT 400 — — ——ů ů —— ee 2 — 2 — * * 8 — * 2 R * 
4 * 


ed Eye drinks up, inveſtigates and makes its own, | ] 
The magic Pencil's mock Creation, the glowing. | 1 
en | 


A ** . 
a >». 


. 
* - EE IS 8 -3 
e997 ce 1 2 
, * ws 8 > > 
i , : . 4 7 
wy . ö 1 > _ - * 


ra 
I 


1 

: 4 
? 1 
* 

7 * 
« 

} 

= 

1 

95 

K 

J 
N 

F\ 


— 
. 
* 
- Fu 
4 
> * 
5 
- * 
E b. * 
1 
* 
N 
" 
. > 
* 4 
; * 
1 
4 
8 


* 


Dr. JOUN TAYLOR 113 


Can vas and the impaſſioned Tinct, the Hero and 


the Lover, Lebrun's young Ammon, Ceſar in the 
Senate-Houſe, and Maſter Francis Haymon's amo- 


rous Nun and Friar, that ſavoury Rencounter, that 
luſty Duel, that Manhood flirring, that luſcious, 


melting Preparation. How like a Fool the frigid 


Virtuoſo gapes at a Diſtance on the Workman- 


ſhip and Colours, till by Degrees his creeping 


Blood is quickned in its Courſe, he finds the 
Subject ſtimulate his faint Senſorium more and 


more; nor is his Head alone affected: He feels a 


| ſhort Relapſe of Youth alarm his lazy Maſs, with 


ſornething of a Solid Symptom ; the Picture and 
his Paſſion ſtill grow warmer; his SpeQtacles 


fall off; he preſſes nearer to the kindling Can- 
vas with dazled eager Eyes; he mutters as 
he moves, and huzzles up his Drapery. The 
youthful Parſon goes away from hence with Loſs; 
The Alderman himſelf 
looks filly. Chartres, no doubt, would wiſh to 
come from the Grave again, put on ſome Church- 


his Virtue 1s impaired. 


man's newly-buried Coarſe, and beg of Mr. 


Richard Eagle to pimp him to the Picture. 
What are the Memoirs of a Nymph of Pleaſure, 


when compared to this? You ſee it all, you feel 
it all. The Frenchman and the Ruſſian, the Higb- 


lander and Turk, the Dutchman and Hiber- 


nian, all Nations are equally. inſpired at this School 


of Virtue and Vigour. We owe Frank Haymon 


to the Eye, and to the Eye we owe his Picture. 


Thither, that is, to the Eye, do all Deſires ruſh, 
as to their native Banner. 
Eye, that the Soul is viſible. Affection, Hatred, 
Fear, and Anger, are much more ancient than the 
| Hebrew Tongue, and Paſſion gets the Start of 
Language; the Sentiment but echoes back the 


You 
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114 THE HISTORY OF 
You all have ſeen a Garrick ! ſeen him act; 
you've ſeen his Air, his Look, his Eye, his Frown, 
his Brows ; you've marked, you've felt the ſtriking 
Nitch or two between. There Terror takes his 
powerful Stand in filent Gaze, with tender Pity 
weeping at his Side. There every Line is eloquent 
as Death. What is then a Tullys Tongue com- 
Pared to them? or what Demo/thenes £ or he, much 
 mightier than them both, mightier far than Greece 
and Rome together; he, the Saviour of his Country, 
that Thunder- Clap of Eloquence, that Friend to 
Virtue, Britain's Patriot-Orator; whoſe Words, 
though dreaded, are his leaſt of Terrors; his 
Country kindles in his awful Face, and flaſhes 
from his Britiſh Eyes; his dauntleſs Brow makes 
Europe tremble; in every Feature England's Intereſt. 
is expreſſed, and England's Power; his very Loox 
has killed Corruption ; his Frown has vanquiſhed : 
France. 
We owe theſe energetic Virtues to the Eye. 
We ſee, we feel, we bleſs his matchleſs Powers. 
Poſterity ſhall, Ages hence, with grateful Hearts 
wipe their venerable Tears away; the hoary Sire {|} 
' ſhall flow aſcend, with trembling Knees; the Baſis | 
of his ſacred Pillar ſhall ardent gaze upon the God- 
like Form; the powerful Patriot, in the expreſſive 
Stone, animated ſtill, with England's Glory, ſhall 
ſurvey his Attributes with beating Heart, embrace 
the counterfeit Preſerver, and read the immortal 
e Poſterity ſhall thank the Eye for this. 
How precious is the Eye ! Of what Importance 
is its Office ? How deſerving is the Art that keeps 
ts Springs in Order, and preſerves the Interchange 
of Office betwixt the Works of Nature and the 
Soul? Mind and Matter are kept 1 in e Traffic = 
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EFFECT 


: neſs. 


The three mortal Foes to Sight (my learned 
Sons of Wiſdom) are the Glaucoma, the Catarada, 
and the Gutta Serena; with theſe I wage eternal 
War. Theſe Auxiliartes of ancient Night, that 


would reſtore her gloomy Reign, and bring back 
Chaos to the World once more. 


My Art, O ye Sons of Oxford, my Art is the 
Ally of Heaven itſelf, and aids even the Almighty, 


obeying ſtill, and on performing the omnipotent 


Beheſt, Let there be Lig ht. 
I e the ee of Darkneſs. I chaſe 


away the clouds that blot the intellectual Hemiſ- 


phere. I reſtore the Stars of Beauty. I let out 


the Sun of Science. I enlarge the impriſoned 

Soul. I have trimmed the Lamp of Truth with 
fervent Zeal, through all my Travels. I have 
. propagated Truth divine. I have cleared up the 
Eye of Infidel, of Fews, of Pagans, Turks, and 
Papiſts. I have brought over Numbers by Dint 
of downright Reaſoning,” and repeated Toil, to 
the pure. and reformed Pale of my indulgent Mo- 
ther, the Church of England. I have made Pro- 
ſelytes at the Peril of my Lite, and gloried i in the 


Danger. 


In this my favourite "Optration,.- my Art, my 
Inſtruments are mighty; the Senſes and the Judg- 
ment are the Points I work upon; there I lay out 
all my Force, appealing to the Convert's own Con- 
viction. My Labour has not been in vain. I have 
brought forth Fruit. I have reſcued ſome beauti- 


ful Recruits from the very Boſoms of rampant, 
rich, old Cardinals, and popiſh Archbiſhops, from 


| under the eyes of watchful Fews, and dreadful 
| Turkiſh Baſhaws, Rome herſelf has felt my for- 
ward Zeal, and all the Nunneries have trembled. 


I ſeek no Reward, my Confcience- beareth Wit- 
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As to my other Province of giving Light, there 
J haye been well rewarded. The Regiſters of 


Fame are full of my Revort: The Courts of 
_ Europe and of Aa, have emptied out their 
Coffers on my Merit. Their Wealth, their. Fa- 
vours, and their Marks of Honour, have been 
ſhowered down on me. I bear about me the 
bright Inſignia, the ſhining Teſtimony, and the 
1 Marks of Honour, of Title and Eſteem, 
Diſtinction without Precedent, and Wealth. be- 


yond Example. 


The Chevalier Taylr has travelled like the Sun, | 
His Fame has travelled faſter. What Continent, 
what Iſland, what City, Town, or what Village, 
hath not heard and ſeen him ?. The Priſons, and 
the Inquiſitions too, have had him; for Life, alas ! 

is chequered. Envy, and Malice has purſued him, 
Envy, that Monſter, that mortal Foe to Merit, 


met him at each Turning. The rancorous Fa- 


culty, whetted. ſtill their Fuſks at my Succeſs, in 
Europe, and in Aſia. This deviliſh Peſt will prey 

upon Deſerts, in the utmoſt Limits of Siberia, 
with Tooth as terrible as at Paris, or at London : 


For my Merit have I ſuffered much, hut for my 


Principle much more. My Zeal has led me into | 
Layrinths of Sorrow, where Fortune long has hid 
- the e,, | 
In Holland was 1 three Times pumped for my 
Life. Three Days and three Nights was I buried in 
. the Depths of Darkneſs and of Horror in the ſame 
Place, by an unrelenting cruel Few; for I had 


gained over his favourite Daughter. 


Near to Paris was I dragged through a filthy | 
” eee by ſavage Ruffians, for the ſame re- 
forming Spirit; with many Stripes and Baſlinados 
then and there endured. 


In a Garden of the City was I well- nigh worried 


V ̃ͤ —Ui .... ied fond, 


I alas! my bitter Lot: 
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3 furious Dog, whilſt T waited for a charm- 


Convert, that, in a Baſket from a Window, 
cos fliding down the Wall. 


Five Times was I way-laid in my Journeys, 
by wicked Churchmen and their bloody Bravoes; 
three Times three Wounds excepting one, from 
theſe Villains have I received, with lad and ſore 
5 Impriſonment. Ty 
In Portugal, 0 horrid Thought! the inferiial 
Inquiſition, for I had made a Brace of Proſelytes, 
a Biſhop's Miſtreſs and a Leech's Wife: There 
the fearful Inquiſition opened wide it's Jaws, and 


I was almoſt ſwallowed up; but a noble Britiſb 
Hand, with powerful Virtue, fet me free: I loſt 


Y my Converts, but I ſaved my Life. 
In Dublin was I baſtinadoed with a Spit, which 
| had thereon at the very Time, a roaſted Leg of 


Mutton ; and that by a bitter Papiſt Landlady. 


Ah ſad Remembrance ! the Congregation all be- 
| held it, and I can ſhew my Face no more. 


At Manchefler I ſuffered Martyrdom, when 
| Tue Cameron was my Point ; but Puniſhment, 
O Peter Abelard, the Image 
of thy Fate ſtares dreadful on my Memory. The 
mimic Proceſs was then as painful as the true one, 


and the Villain Richard Eagle laughs me till to 


ſcorn. What multiplied Fatigues that fatal Acci- 


dent hath coſt me, in Order to retrieve my Cha- 
: raQer ! What Certificates have I not worked for, 
both in France and England, at the riſk of Health, 
and with ſevereſt Toil ; nay, ſometimes with the 
_ greateſt Peril! What a Loſs, a real Loſs, did the 
1 .-:-Church alas! ſaflain | in my 1 titious Depravation E: 
That was, no doubt their View, in that atrocious 
Deed; but why they ſtopped ſhort, Providence, 
and the Guardian-Angel of the true reformed Faith 
can only. tell, who held, no doubt, their horrid. 
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Hands in that tremendous Moment. Twas then 
the Friend of Truth had like to bleed; but Nuns and 


Mother Abbeſſes have ſince borne Witneſs to my 
miraculous Eſcape. The Enemy themſelves muſt 
bear me Witneſs, that my Faculties of ſtrong 
Perſuaſion, and my caſuiſtic Talents are all entire. 
My Zeal is whetted by the Rubs I have met with, 
and a keen Reſentment ſhall edge my ſtrong 7 
tegrity. I ſhall on with double Vigour, nor ſhall 


be long a Burthen to my Proſelytes. I ſhall haſten 


to Conviction. They muſt a while ſuſtain the 
Weight of my pathetic, and my feeling Topics. 
That Proceſs muſt be carried on. The Convert, 
like the Patient, muſt endure a while the Needle. 
The Operation | muſt be undergone z it ſhall be 


ſpeedy. 


The Foes in this Department of my Province, : 
who impede my Progreſs moſt, are obſtinate old 


Age, blinded Bigotry, ſpiritual Pride, and a frigid 
Conſtitution. But, as I ſaid before, my Appara- 


tus here, and my Medicines are mighty, my Succeſs 


is equal, 


My other Antagonills, that black Triumvirate 


Z ſo often mentioned, who form themſelves againſt 
me, in my 88 of the outward Orb, 1 


mean the Cataradd, Glaucoma, and the Guita 


ſerena. Theſe [ have encountered, as Ceſar did 
the three Nations of the Gault, with Danger and 
with Hardſhip often, when Nature and the Foe 
had joined againſt me; yet ſtill, like him, I proved 


invincible ; like him 1 conquered all ; not without 
Loſs in theſe ſevere Recounters. Some few, indeed, 


were blinded, like the Grains that periſh in the 
Earth, to bring forth | in proper Time a mighty 


Harveſt. 


All Climates of the World have reaped the | | 
Benefit. The Extremities of Nature, the torrid 
and the frigid Zones have been fertile to my Wiſh. 

| _ 
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And es the Sun himſelf had loſt his influence, 
the Chevalier Taylor was confeſſed illuſtrious. 

It is with virtuous Pride, my learned Country- 
men, that I recount the Wonders of my Art, to 
you my Brother Proteſtants and Fellow-Citizens. 

It is not boaſting. Were I ſilent, the Hills of 


Sweden, the Towers of Aſia, the Snows of Green-- 
land, and the Sands of Afric, would all cry out 


with one united Voice and Language. 


But the Retroſpect, I own, is more than 
human Meekneſs can ſuſtain. It overſets Philo- 
ſophy; had Socrates himſelf Ballaſt for ſo ſtrong 


a Gale ? What are the Conquerors of the Earth, 


who laid the Nations waſte, and canceled the. 


Creator's Image in the human Species, when 
compared „ 


Theſe Plagues, theſe Earthquakes, theſe Peſts, 


of the World, whoſe mad Ambition led them 
to deſtroy. Let there be Deſolation, Dearth and 
Darkneſs, was their deſtructive Fiat, the Tyrants . 
were obeyed. _- 
Let there be Light, and Joy, and Truth, and 


Freedom, is my boaſted Motto, and lo ! my Friend, 1 
theſe Bleſſings follow me. 


A Torrent from the Mountains, roaring down 


the Rocks, and ruſhing through the Vales, tbat 
ſweeps off Houſes, Men, and Animals, before it, 
into one compleat Deſtruction. Some Capital in 
Flames at Midnight, whoſe monſtrous fiery Vo- 
lumes ſeem to lick the Stars. When Temples, 


Theatres and Palaces; when all the Toil and 


Pomp of Ages, are in a Moment, brought to no- 


thing. 
Theſe, theſe are en Miſchiefs, dread 


ful Beauties to the aſtoniſhed Eye. Such, ſuch, 
my learned Friends, ſuch are mighty Conquerors 5 
among the human Kind; z A bountiful, proliſic 


Spring 
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Spring that iſſues ſilent from it's native Rock, to 
Tefreſh the fainting Traveller, and fructify the 


neighbouring Glebe; whoſe gentle Current ga- 


thers to a River in its Courſe, and paſſes with 

benign Effect through many a Province. 

An hoſpitable, chearful Hearth, a kind directing 
Candle, a Beacon on a Hill, or 'the Sun himſelf 
that Parent of all indulgent Births. Such, my 
learned Offspring of the Muſes, ſuch is Che- 

valier N when compared with Conque- 
rors. 


I ſhould now proceed to lay before you the dif- 


ferent Combinations, Force, and Alliance, of theſe _ 
| three Antagoniſts to my amazing Powers of giv- 
ing Light. I mean, the Cataract, Glaucoma, and 
 Gutta ſerena; as alſo my invincible Method of 


Cure. But that, my moſt patient and moſt enlight- 
ened Audience, I ſhall reſerve for a future Oppor- 


tunity, when the learned Faculty at Oxford ſhall be | 
fully ſatisfied, and the Profound of every Claſs ſhall 
| ſubſcribe their willing Aſſent to the unparalleled 


Merit, and unwearied Virtue of the illuſtrious Che- 
valier Taylor. 


CHAP. vi. 
Honeſty 5 the bf Policy. 


- AT Oxford he went on with bis wonted Suc- 


ceſs, But not content with a moderate Share 


of Fame and Profit, he unluckily had Recourſe to 
a certain ſmall Contrivance, called Cunning, 

Stratagem, Ex pedient, Chicane, or what you will. 
But through an irkſome Fatality, which often ſticks | 
to that refined Way of thinking, his Project of 

f increaſing his Wealth and Character, had the con- 
ho trary | 
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trary Effect with a Witness, and made him little 
indeed. 


He had got acquainted with the Maſter of a 


certain Inn near Canterbury; who being a filly, 


credulous Fellow, and dazled by the Doctor's 
ſhining Outſide ; though at that Time the Cheva- 


lier's Finances were a good deal diſordered, ard 


he had lived a whole Month, himſelf and Retinue, 


at the Inn, without ever aſking what was to pay. 


In this Interval of empty Pocket, he put on all 


the Appearance of Wealth and Conſequence that 
15 natural to a Man of Quality and Fortune. 


In ſhort, he managed Matters fo with his be- 


| heving Landlord, that the Fellow was perſuaded. 
to ſell off all and follow him in the Cha acter ot 
his travelling Apothecary; which indeed he did. 


"The Doctor mean while took him in as his Partner 
in the Cath » hich his (the Landlord's) EffeC's 
had produced. And who lo great as the Chevalier 


| and his Apothecary ? | 


He rode about with the Doctor, in his Coach: 


| and Six; whilſt the Landlord always paid the 


Reckoning, who thought himſelf highly honoured 


+ by the greateſt Man in the World; tor ſo the Che- 


valier ſeemed in his Eye. But Caſh. running low, 


| the Landlord was forced at laſt to alight from the 
| Coach, and trudge it, like another Apoſtle, on 
I Foot, whilft his Houſekeeper Rachel, for he had 


no Wife, filled up his Place in the DoQor's Car- 
riage by Day; and it is ſaid, that ſhe returned him 


- | the like Civilities at Nig ht. 


Our Landlord now 12 a ſtrolling Comedian, 


was obliged to act more Parts than one, in the 
Doctor's Drama. The CharaQer of a blind Man 
| was ſometimes upon him: A Character which he 
| performed ſo well near Canterbury, with both his 


Lyes open, as the Doctor merrily uicd to tell 
him. 
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In this Part he appeared at Oxford, with every 


Requiſite to impoſe. He was leQured by his 
Maſter, and often rehearſed to Admiration. Nay 


he performed in Public at Bury-St. Edmonds, and 
at Tunbridge, with great Security to himſelf and 


Applauſe from the Doctor. 

But Oxford, it ſeems, was a little too ſharp 
ſighted for his Juggle. He pretended to follow the 
Chevalier to that City as a Perſon of ſome Con- 


ſequence. 
Nie came attended by two Servants; and ano- 


ther Gentleman, his Friend, giving out that he 
traveled from Perwick-upon-Tweed, for the Bene- 
fit of the Doctor's Aſſiſtance. 

He ſets up at the ſame Inn with the Cheva- 
lier, who examined his Caſe with much Parade, 


and promiſed him, he ſhould fee in a ſhort WING ” 


as well as any Man at Oxford. 


The Gentleman ſeems highly pleaſed, and pro- | 
miſed to reward him liberally. 


A Day and Hour are appointed for the Ope- 
ration. The Faculty are invited to be preſent; 


and much ado is made about it. But the La 


ſquint-eyed Deſtiny that had ſo often elbowed the 
Dottor out of his eaſy Chair, was now once more 
at Hand, and played him a troubleſome Prank in- 
deed, as the Reader ſhall ſoon diſcover. 

It happened that an Gaſes” Scholar had an 
Intrigue with the Man's aughter at the Inn, 


where the Chevalier and his Patient had put up; 
who coming a little too ſoon to wait upon his | 
Mliſtreſs, was ſhut 1 into a Cloſet, till Opportunity, 


in the Maps of a Hand and Key, ſhould let him 


out again. This Cloſet was divided by a ſlight | 
oQtor and 


= as pretenced Patient had ſupped together; where 


Partition from the Room in which the 


the 
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Countenance. 
| frown the Vagrant into Bedlam. 
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the Chevalier lectured upon him with great 
ExaQuneſs, and gave him ſome freſh Hints and uſe- 


ful InftruQions for his ConduA on the Morrow, 
which was to be the Day for the appointed Ope- 


| ration. 


Now it happened that the impriſoned Gallant 


in the Cloſet, not only heard, but alſo ſaw every 
thing that was done and faid by the ingenious 
Actors in the next Room, and took his Mealures 


accordingly. | 
It ſeems he ed the Patient inform the 


Doctor, that he was apprehenſive of an Arreſt ths 


next Day for a Debt due to a certain Maltſter in 


his former neighbourhood, near Canterbury ; a 
ſurly Son of a Whore that would give no Quarter. 


Nay, ſays he, I had Notice of it, and Maſter Pack 


has been talking to the Catchpole at the Angel- Inn. 
He ws a thin, tall, black Fellow, in a red Rug Sur— 


tout, and ſhort Cut Wig. He has a long, crooked 
Noſe, and a Patch upon one Eye. It he ſhould 
find me out, we are all undone. 5 
Pſhaw, pſhaw, ſays the Doctor, hang his 1 5 
I'll awe the Raſcal with 
My Croſs ſhall put him out of 
I'll dazle him to Diſtraction, and 


my Diamonds. 


The Scholar noted all, and, ?tis conjeAured, let 
Miſs Cberry into the whole Secret, in return for 
ſome Things ſhe had diſcloſed to bim. 


CHAP. VII. 


The 3 in the fellrwing 1 "BPR may 3 with 


ſomething that will make bim yy and Pore: at 
the ſame Time, 


H Morning, and the Hour appointed which 
was eleven of the Clcck, are both arrived, 
8 3 
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'The largeſt Room in the Houſe, is, by this 
Time, crouded with the beſt Company in Oxford ; 
none being admitted without a Ticket. The Tic- 
kets were prudently diſpoſed of. Dr. Frewin and 
the Faculty were not forgot. The Ladies to be 
fure were there. 
When all was ſettled, the DoQor leads in his 
Patient with great Ceremony and Addreſs, He 
places him in an Elbow-Chair facing the Door, 
And then he opens the Proceſs in a very learned 
Harangue upon the Nature of his Diſorder, 
For, ſays he, this Gentleman has been blind 
from a Child of two Years old. ?Twas neither 
the Small-Pox, or Meaſles, or any other accidental 
Cauſe, that occaſioned this Misfortune. No, learn- 
ed Gentlemen, it was a ſpontaneous Slip of Nature 


Herſelf, in her Progreſs towards Maturity. 


Nature, no doubt, 1s a very ſkillfu] Lady in the 
Means. But, Sirs, ſhe now and then commits a 
few Blunders by-the-by. Nature has many Miſ- 
takes in her Productions to account for. Nature a- 
lone muſt anſwer for theſe Bungles. Nor do I ſup- 


poſe that her Betters overhead had any che leaſt 


Hand in them. 
This is an early Inſtance of her Backſlidings. She 
journeyed here in the Morning Twilight, and ſtum- 
bled near the Threſhold. I was intended, no doubt, 
to correct her Miſtreadings, and mp up her im- 
perfect Eſſays. 
This, Ladies and Gentlemen, i isa Caſe that was 
predeſtined to do me Honour. This Caſe has baffled 


the Learned of all Europe. 
The Gentleman has travelled in 1 Search of Re- 1 


bel. He has purſued me from Fole to Pole, as 1 


have 


> 
— 
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have * Uh Sun, without being able to overtake 


me any where but at Oxford. 


_ Oxford is the happy Theatre, Ladic and Gentle- 


men, on which this important Scene ſhall be per- 


formed. This is the Meridian of my Glory. Here 


I ſhall demonſtrate my amazing Skill, to be ſu- 
pon to all the Artiſts in the World. | 
And to you, Gentlemen, the brighteſt Luminaries | 


on Earth, this 'Truth ſhall ſoon be manifeſt. 'The 


| Ladies themſelves ſhall bear me Witneſs. They'll 
rejoice to ſee the Eye reſtored, that Soul of all 
their Charms. Blind from a Boy, Gentlemen and 
Ladies: Baffled all Europe for Years together. 


Now, now, my better Genius, now is the criti- 


cal Moment. Ladies, look ſharp. This, this is 
the Touchſtone of Chevalier 7 s Glory. 


Now or never, you Gentlemen of the Faculty, 


put Prejudice out of Doors; let Truth and Can- 
dour only enter here. Now begins the important 


Act, now Truth and Light ſhall ſoon appear. 
Sir, not a Word upon theſe Occaſions ; ſteady, 


Sir, not ſo much as wink; not a Word for all the 
World ; ſteady, Sir, ſleady ; keep that Poſture 
fixed; *tis but a Moment. Fiat Lux, let there be 
| Liebt; now or never, ſteady, Sir. When lo! the 
Spectre in the ſcarlet Rug and ſhort Wig, with the 
crooked Noſe, came ſtalking into the Room; and 

in its Hand there waved a Scrowl of Parchment. 
The Patient ſtarts and ſtares, and cries out, Blood 
and Murder! The Bailiff, Sir, the Bailiff | I fee 
the Patch, the Noſe, and "all. 5 


The Doctor is a perfect Statue at this Blow, 


meer Marble to the very Back, fixed as Ice. The 
Audience are be witched, amazed. | The Bailiff 
clears up all. 
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The Plot is now unravelled. The Doctor and 


the Patient both are blaſted. They ruſhed down 
the Stairs together; they mount without their 


Boots; they gallop off like Furies, Oxford is 
quickly left behind, The Audience at the Inn are 


baſking 1 in the Joke; they faint with Laughter. 


Never had folemn Play fo ſhort a Farce; ; but the 


Impreſſion laſted longer than the Scene, by Fancy 


acted every Moment, RefleQion ſtill kept up the 
Te ft. The Scholar throws his Maik afide ; for he 
had put on the Bailiff meeriy to oblige the Compa- 
ny. He tells the whole Contrivance with redoubled 
Fun, and {ends them home ail laughing. 
The Doctor and his Patient are got as far as 
Fcdfiock, It was there they firſt drew Bridle. Ne- 


vs id Sancho and his Maſter make fo ſcald a Fi- 
gure. They leaned in ſilent Dumps a while, and 


| fared at one another, like the Fi igures, at Moor- 
fields, of Rage and Grief. 


But the Doctor could no longer hold. He eyed ; 
his Croſs, and that, alas ] was covered over with _ 
Dirt, diſgraced, undo! ne. Oh curſe you, Nicholas 


| Ctttier, Yes, you are now revenged for houſe and 
Stables. It way 2 curſed Revenge. What Corner 


of the Globe can give me Shelter ? The World 
will ſhut me out. © h, blaſt n, Nicholas Coitier, 


the Maltſter and the Bailiff too. — 


Oh worſe than all I've yet endured, than Horſe- | 


ponds, Pumpings, Fumigations, Inguiftions all, : 
| all*are Honey-combs to this. This 
my Heart. perdition on thee, Nicholas Cottier, a 
| Cheat, a Raſcal, an Impoſtor, all Oxf2rd knows 
it. Should Harleguin ſteal Crutches, ſhould Samp- | 
ſon Gideon pick a Pocket, ſhould Garrick pilfer Roſ- |} 
cius, ſhould Pit purloin from Tully, ſhould Taybr ? 


all is bitter at 


where, where were then thy Spots, oh Sun? Thine 
Eye ſhould then be patched ; or thou ſhould PY. at 
ide 
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Hide and pos Moon, Confuſion to you, Nichs- 


las Cottier, what Horſe-pond now, what Pump 


ſhall waſh me clean ? Not all the Baltic, and the 
Ocean joined. 

Where my Art and Eloquence had dazzled, to 
turn a Raſcal, Smugler, caught in the Fact, and 
caught at Oxford too. Oh, "burn your Houſe and 
Stables, my Diamonds now are dimmed, The 
Sun difow ns his Brother. The Faculty, the ſpite- 
ful Faculty will build an Arch with Taylor on the 


Top of it, like a Madman gnaſhing on the Roof. 
Quack and Liar are now my black Additions, 'Thief 


and Raſcal, Not a Word of Comfort, Nicholas 

Lotter, e e 
Why, zZounds Sir, I have liſtened all this while. 

The Waiter thinks you are Crazy, You've met 


with Rubs as bad as this before! "Hol you, Where's 
the Uſe of Raving and Stamping, like a mad Actor. 
Here, Boy, what's in the Houſe for Dinner? Damn 


it, Sir, don't give all for loſt, I mult confeſs, I 


was ſurprized ; I ſmelt the BailiF as he entered ; 
my Eye was opened by my Noſe. I'd rather face a 
Battery of ten thouſand Devils than one Bailiff. 

Oh they have haunted me for Years. What Courſe 


do we ſteer next? This Harbour was a rough 
one. 


T'o-Nemutcd; ſays the Doftor: Oh, I am like 


the hunted Las. after all my Turns and Wind- 
ings. Misfortunes drive me to my Form at laſt, I 
there ſhall find a Cover. But ſtep and haſten Din- 


ner. Oh, curſe his Houſe-keeper, *twas ſhe. 


brought all upon me, I ſhould not elle. But here 
the Fellow comes. | 


Your Philoſophy, as they call it, is of no Uſe 
to you, Sir, quoth Nicholas Cottier ; nay more, 


your long Experience. The Widow ſhall cure all 


. ſhe lives not far from Norwich. 
Ix G 4 | | Aye. 
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Aye, Nicholas, ſay you fo, quoth the Doctor, 


not far from Norwich We muſt both get into 


Mourning. My Wite, you know, is dead at Pa- 
ris, Fact, my darling Son Jack, he muſt put on 


a Frock and Weepers. 
All's one for that, quoth Nicholas, Fack will ſoon 


be here. Come, Sir, a Bumper to the Widow; 
oh, ſhe'll do the Work. Fifteen hundred Pounds 
ber Annum. What's the Welch one compared to 


this ? She'll lick us whole again; ſhe'll poliſh up 


your Croſs. Let the Faculty go whiſtle, I fay a- 


gain, the Widow's Health. 
Oh, Horſes at the Door. Aye, *tis Fack arrived 


from Oxford ; right enough. Here's every thing 


we wiſhed for, Oh aye, the Landlord's Couſin ; 


what's here, the Bill? A very Trifle. *Tis a luc- 


ky Eſcape, by Jove. W hat have we now to do? 
Oh, you've dined, have you, Jack? Come, 


there's the Money. Friend. Doctor, I ſee ſome 
Oxford Scholars, we had beſt be ſtirring, They 
look a little comical, Here, Boy, a Bill. I don't 


admire their Faces. | ; 
Nor I, Friend Nicholas, Death befor a Fumi- 
gation, There's ſomething in the Wind. Their 


Looks are terrible. My Meaſure is not yet full, | 
what ſtill mult follow ? Affliction is my Lot on 
Earth; but Nicholas, Jam prepared. How like a 
Ewarm of Bees they thicken in my Eye. Nicholas, 
we had beſt be ſtirring. A Fumigation or a Blan- | 
| ket. Snatch me from a Sight like this. The whole 


Hive is here, Drones and all; I ſhall be ſtifled, ſtung 


to Death. Zounds, Man, call our Horſes ; get 
a Landau; any thing to bear me off. ack, you 
| Raſcal, Nicholas, you'll be peppered too; call the 
— Hoſtler. Aye, they're coming in, they're all upon 
us. My Horſes, Fack, I ſay. Oh, they're gone 
up Stairs. This precious Moment muſt preſerve | 
| me. ; 
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me. Damn you, Nicholas, where are the Horſes ? 
Here, Sir, at the back Gate. There's a thou- 
ſand black Coats in the Houſe. Mount, mount, 
for Heaven's Sake ; now whip and ſpur, ack and 


1 ſhall follow. And follow ſoon they did, and 
galloped on towards Norwich. 

The Doctor ſtill imagined all Oxford at his Heels. 
When he came in Sight of Norwich, he felt his 


Mind recoil upon him. He ſurveys kimfetf and: 


then his Train, and then he calls to Mind the Fi- 
gure which he made in his laſt Viſit to that City. 

He ſuffers in the Compariſon. It was the Reverſe 
of what the Patriarch Jacch felt in his Return to 
| Padan-aran, attended by a Multitude, 

This curſed Aﬀe ſociation, this Likeneſs of Ideas, 
fo Locke, I think, calls it; would I could forget it. 


No foreign Miniſter made a brighter Entry into 
Paris, than I at yonder Gates; three Hundred in 
my Train. My Fquipage, the Coachman indeed 


was a little tattered, but for the reſt, no Duke in 
Chriftendom. And then my W ardrobe, Fack, for 


you remember it. What Wardrobe ? I have no 


Wardrobe now. My Mother's little Shop. 


O Heart-breaking Thought ! how like a Thief 
I look ? And, Nicholas, you and Jack, make but 
a ſorry Figure. Oh, mutt I then remember it? 


What a Falling off is here ! 1 will not enter in 


by . Day-light, that's poſs. The Sun ſhall not be- 
hold my raſcal Plight, hunted like a Highwayman. 
All Oxford in full Cry. You ſet that Chaſe afoot: 


7 Confound you, Nicholas Coltier, you ride too ſaſt; 


tis yet an Hour till Night. Her ſable Mantle ſhall : 


befriend me. Two Days are paſt, fince ] left that 
dreadful Town behind me, that Oord, and ſhit 
the horrid Image haunts me. 

But where's: this wary Widow, Hudibras "WE 


LY TER Oh this damn d Appearance Acholos, 


88 ſay 


! HISTORY OF 

ſay how far from hence — Yes, we'll all put Wee- 

pers on; that, that's the beſt Apology. Our inky 

Coats ſhall blot the Truth, and cheat the very Sun 

at Noon. 4 | TI : 
Stop at that paltry Ale-houſe. — Zounds they 


know me there too. The Sun loiters in his Speed 


meerly to torment me ; it never will be Night ; 
but ſtop Iwill. C : 
And ſtop they did, and had a Bacon and an Egg 


a-piece. The DoQor ſmoaked a Pipe, and cate- 


chiſed about the Widow. Nicholas Cottier anſwer- 
ed every Queſtion. The Sun whipt on his Horſes, 


and hid his Head behind the Hill. 


Now came cloudy Evening on again. They 
mount their Palfries, and marched through the 


dark Cope of Night, to the very Gate of Norwich. 


Nor did they ſtop even then. The Doctor rid on 
further with ſlouched Hat; and at the Inn the moſt 


retired, he drew at length his Bridle. 


A chequered Retroſpect of Things employs his 


mental Eye. But Oxferd blackens all. The Wi- 
dow whitened Things a little. And Nicholas Coti- 
. tier held her ſtill to Vie“. EN oY 


Supper cow is done. And, by Way of ſmall 
Deſert, they order up a Taylor — Here; take 


| Meaſure ; put us all in Mourning, dark as Mid- 


night, Sirrah ; keep ſtitching till the Morning, you 


| and all your Covey, Raſcal ; let me have them on 
at Dinner. Call in twenty more ſuch Vermin as 


yourſelf ; ſwarm your Garret. Your own Price, 
you Tadpole ; ſpare no Coſt. By my Croſs and 
Titles, 1 dine not till the Mourning is brought me. 


Hence, you Varlet, ring your Gooſe about for Tay- | 

lors. Not a Noſe ſhall ſnuff the common Air, till 

all theſe Sables are accompliſhed-;- not a Saſh ſhall 

fir till then, Get Cloſe-Stools to your ere 
| ” e > 71. WS gl 
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lie hid like Moles. Let Darkneſs be your Curtain. 


Darkneſs ſhall reveal you too ; Darkneſs viſible, 
But let us talk about the Widow. That Ox/ord 
will intrude. I wiſh the Devil had its Steeples, Bells 


and all, Drink the Widow, Nicholas Cottier. My 
Wife is dead at Paris, We are all in Weeds for 
her, a Month or two. She's dead ; you can ſwear 
it, Jacky. Aye, ſhe is dead indeed. 
hundred Pounds per Annum; you ſaid ſo, Nicholes 
Cottier. 


This Mourning is e My Perſon will not 


ſtrike; but my Armour muſt be black. 


What both aſleep, you dul! Companions ! Snow 
on, for J have another Part to act. An Inſurrec- 
tion keeps this Watch awake, and troubled Fancy 


tolls the paſſing Hour, 'To-morrow will come ; 
that Thought has planted all my Pillow, A thou- 


ſand Thorns, a Grove of Sharp Afflictions ſhoots 


up there. The Root of all is Oxford. Might an 
Farthquake ſwallow up my Griefs and it together; 
to the Center fink them both. My Heart-felt Woe 


and Oxfird — How ſweet they ſlumber ! — ' tis a 


Year till Morning. — This Widow 3 my weary 


Spirits, and Nicholas Cottier feels it not. — 


E xpelled from every City, by one damned 
Chance or other. St. Paul himſelf was perſecuted. 
— No Principle can plead at Oxford. Religion 


there affords my Crime no Cloak. I'm naked there 


to every Scourge of Fortune; a Trickſter and a 
Raſcal. Oh, it gnaws me to the Quick — Now 


found that Cottier ſleeps. Well, 7 „ Stef all. 
ouſe 925 
Stables ſting me. — Oh for a Draught of deep £ 


livion Leibe, Garrick, drench me there, tow : 
ſhall I cheat this tedious, irkſome interval. X 
ſmall Intrigue might help to ſhove it by; and lo! 
the Laſs and Warming-Pan, perhaps ſhe may 
| le 
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take Pity on me; tis their Nature to be kind. Her 
Fye proclaims her charitable ; and, I think, I feel 
myſelf an Object. Oh, Fortune, grant that ſhe 
may think ſo too, SER | 
But what avails this dull Soliloquy ? I will keep 
the full Extent of all my utmoſt Claim. I muſt 
keep ſtirring. I believe the Thing will anſwer. 
The ſhorteſt Way's to try two Arguments. I have 
my Purſe and my rigid hard Condition. A ſtrong 
Alliance, if my Skill don't fail me. 
Well theſe Women are a lovely Opiate. This 
Girl has lull'd my Cares already. Nicholas Cottier, 
do thou ſnore on. Snore on, my darling Zackey, 
the Conſort doth amuſe me. I ſhall not interrupt 
' the Harmony. Another muſic now invites me. 
j The Inſtruments, I hope are all in tune: Mine, 
I I'm ſure is ready; and as Things have gone, it 
is in Truth a Miracle. No Philofophy can ſooth 
like tbis. This is my Moorings and my Anchor, 
my Cable and my Compaſs. When all Things 
* elle have failed, this Friend, this truſty Friend 
„ has ſerved me. Your Dreams, my Friends, may 
1 give you Joys; I'll bid for waking ones. Mor- 
| pheus ſhed his ſofteſt Dews upon you: Nelly now 
. J...... a nr i) 
7 With that the Doctor marched into his Bed- 
Chamber; not empty handed to be ſure, that 
[| had been a wretched Method. Tradition ſays, 
1 that Knel conſented to aſſiſt him; and that their 
joint Endeavours made the Night ſeem ſhorter. 
The Morning came at laſt, The Doctor firſt. 
was up, and rouſed from his Pallet Mr. Nicholas. 
t' Cattier grumbles, between Sleeping and half 
1 awake, My Curſe may light on Doctor Taylor, 
_ cheated of my Houſe, my Girl, and Stables. 


* — — 2, ware 
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Why, hang you, Nicholas, what's the Matter? 
Is this Time to ſcratch and grumble ? the Widow, 
Man, will bring us all about again. I had a to- 
lerable Night on it. Nich, get up, and order 


Breakfaſt; but not a Word of me, dumb, dumb 


as death, till the Mourning 1s arrived. 'O this 
tardy Taylor ? Is the Widow, fair or black, 


Nichelas ? J have dreamt a Dream. I fancy we 


ſhall have her; fifteen hundred Pounds per An- 
num. My Dream was very promiſing. This NePs 
a merry Bedfellow ; ſhe kept off Oxford and the 


Devil. The Widow's tall and ſlender, with a 


Roman Noſe and little Eyes. If my Dream fays 
right, her Hair is a little ſandy. 
By the Lord, ſays Nicholas, you bave drawn 


her Picture; the Widow to a "T0008: But have 


1 never ſeen her, Sir? 
Not I, by all that's amorous. 


And will you give me back my Houſe and Sta- 
bles, ſays Nicholas Cottier, leaping up with Joy? 
and ſhall I be once more a Landlord ? A Fiddle- 


ſtick for all the Faculty. Who cares a Figg for 


Oxford, your Guardian-Angel—DoQtor Taylor is 
made up for ever! and Nicholas Cottier mall again 
cry coming, Sir. A Reman Noſe and little Eyes, 


and, then the ſandy- coloured Locks: promiſing 
Marks indeed ! excellent Tokens of a mettled 


_ filly! ſhe ſhall be mounted and that ſoon. too. 


But are you ſure your Wife is dead? 

Dead and damned too, Nick. The Huſſey 
died a Papiſt, among the Friars, Man, at Paris. She 
is up to the Chin in Purgatory, dead enough PII 


warrant you; they'll hardly bring her back with 
all their Maſſes. She's provided for in t'other 
World, at Bed and Board till Doom's-day. She'II 

E never forbid the Banns, H Jon. 5 


Give a 


„35 „ meu. cow 
p * —— = p — . 
" 20 ” ” - — 
a * 8 i — 8 a 8. — 
7 ho ea LY 22 5 - 2 EO 2 
. "har: __— OD * 
— — . _ 


p —_— « ni... > — 
- — ( —·˙ eAes ho_ 


134 THE HISTORY OF 


| Give me your Hand, ſays Nicholas Coktier; by 


the Lord, there's ſomething more than Smoke in 
this. Had you any Talk together? 
O yes, we danced together, Nicholas, at a Ball; 
a crowded Ball. She was dreſſed in White, 
Better and better ſtill, quoth Nicholas; we'll ſtrait 


ſet off. Oh ſhe lives but—z Curſe upon this 


Mourning, I'll run to the Taylor's, Sir. 
Not a Jot by all that's comely, not an Inch 


: beyond the Threſhold, to gain the Widow and her 
Jointure; no, not the Bank of England, Nicholas. 


Cottier. What tranſgreſs the ſacred Law of nice 
Propriety ! appear without any Sables ! Forbid it 
Taſte, forbid it Honour. No, Nicholas, I'd ſooner 


0 back to Oxford and to Dublin, Not a Viſage 


all be viſible, till the Taylor ſets us free; 


the Raſcal muſt be quickened. But here comes 
Nelly with the Breakfaſt, Re - 
HFHah, my little Chick. Aye, draw that Fable | 

near the Fire. Come give me the Toaſt and 


Tackle. Where's this fleepy Rogue, this Fach? 
That's my Darling, place it there, my Chick. 


How do you like her, Nicholas Cottier? Come 
buſs, my pretty Chum, as ſweet as moiſt as ever. 
Another. Hah, my Chick, we'll ſet off for France 
together: Yon love travelling, don't you, Nell? 

But where's this Looby Jack? Youlike the Dream, 


MC. TS 
Aye, ſure, ys Nicholas Cottier, the Dream 
is worth a M ion. Eut here comes Maſter 


Sit down, you lazy Lout. How long you lie 
in Bed. Jacł grows taller, don't he ? Mourning | 
will become hirn. This or 0 begins to vanquiſh | 


from my Thouębts. The Dream you ſay is lucky. 
I think I ſee her now before my Eyes; ſuch a 


deep Impreſſion. *Twas no common Dream I'll | 


ſwear 
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: . it. j SORTER ſure will follow. A Plague 


upon this Oxford, it will 3 2 little; but the 
Raſcal Taylor. 

This Interval will jade my Spirits. Nelly, take 
theſe Things away. What think you, Nicholas, 

of a Game at Dravghts? 

Any thing to kill a Moment, Back-Gammon, 
Sir, ſays Nick? Shall I call for Tables. It is by 
much the better Game. Iis noiſy, and I like it 


for that Reaſon. A ſilent Game is like an empty 
Inn. O hate the very Thoughts on't. I vow to 
Pe *tis dreadful. Come ſlap daſh, have at 


"Rad ſo they poke till Dinner. Fack fat look- 


ing on. The Taylor twice is ſummoned to appear, 


But Dinner's on the Table. That AQ is over, 


and the Scene's removed. The Doctor drinks the 
Widow, and Nicholas Cortier pledged him in a 


Bumper. 

- The: Þ aylor « enters with the Shades of Night, 
and made the Dark ſtill darker. He had em- 
| x he ſaid, an Army of Veterans in the 


oQor's Service; fifty Warriors with their pointed 


Steel, who toſſed the ſhining Bar. 


And now the Doctor, Jack, Pe Nicholas 


Cottier, are equipped in all the Mockery of Woe 
from Head to Foot, compleatly fitted out to play 
their Parts the following Day. 
; The. Doctor ſallies now abroad. 


lowed clofe behind. 

With this rueful * age he chad 3 
to his Mother's Shop. * in his Way was joined 
by many. He thickened as he went. His Friends 
came flocking round, him. Ten thouſand Wel- 
comes and à few Huzza's | now make his Spirits 


. . . 7˙——— . PK ——— — 


And in his 
Train went Nicholas Cottier. Jack was near him 


on the other Side, and a Brace of Footmen fol- 


dance 
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dance with Joy. He promiſes a Lecture, and Bills 
are printed in a Hurry. His Levee is increaſed. 
The Blind in multitudes are groping round about 
him. He triumphs in the Sight, and cocks his 
Hat at Oxford. The Widow kept her Ground 
within his Mind; his Heart is fixed on her. 
He pays his Viſits and prepares his LeQure. 
* Bills are ſent about to all the neighbouring Towns, 
and a mighty Fuſs is made. The People crowd 
_—_ his Lodgings, expecting Miracles from his 
| Hand 
A A certain Farmer is reſtored to Sight by him. 
I This happy Hit made all his Puffs canonical. 
They thought him more than man. The Farmer 
| paid him twenty Guineas, and-every thing went 
| ſwimmingly on. Nicholas Cottier chuckled up a little: 
And Fack began to look about him. The Foot- 
men too had Hopes. His Fortune ſeemed to take 
| a Tum: And 'yothing now but Joy was talked 
. 
| The Lebus is at Hand; : and Sylabvuſes "TIER 
the City. A numerous Audience is expected. The 
| Ladies far and near are quite impatient—The 
It charming Dr. Taylor, he is an Angel of a Man. 
4 Lord, how fine — talks ! 
At eleven o Clock in the 8 the Day be- 
ing Saturday, our Chevalier aſcends the Pulpit, and 
I there was a glorious Houſe indeed. He mounted, 
jt is true, in black; his Coat was of that Colour; 5 
$1 his Ring and Croſs were bright as ever; his = 
Eloquence was critic Proof; ; it darled and in- 
ſtructed. 0 
., The Chenalive, Gods bs Meridian, ſhot ahyoud . 
nis Luſtre. His Air and Action raviſhed all the 
. "How like a Lord he looks. Few Lords 
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but his Perſon the Reader may imagine, how the 


Doctor's Pulſe went pit-a-pat. He was now a 
pure Enthuſiaſt; not a Scrap of him who fled from 


Oxford; not an Atom of that Scoundrel was in the 
Pulpit now at Norwich; another Being filled the 


Mourning Frock, it was a French one. His Morals, 
like his Perſon, put on a borrowed Dignity. No- 


thing little ſeemed to live about him; at leaſt the 
Ladies thought ſo. He ſaw their Sentiments, he 
read their Eyes, he caught the fierce Infection, he 


kindled at the Blaze. 


Now, Reader, let us think a-while together, but 


not ſleep upon the Subject, though a drowſy one. 


Let us talk of Dreams, for Dreams have ſome- 


thing wonderful in them. I know the Faſhion is 
to laugh at Dreams. Perhaps it is a right one. 


In the general, no doubt, it is. But whether any 


Exceptions may be made, is, I believe, another 


bi _ Queſtion. Facts, like Mules, will ſtand between 


the Cart and Wall ; ; they never yield an Inch of 


Ground to Ridicule or Sophiſtry. 
That common Dreams are merely Things of 
courſe, the very Animals may ſhew us. Dogs, 


Birds, and Horſes, are known to dream as well 


as Men. But that their Dreams are Propheſies 
too, is a Point no human Search can, I believe, 
ever find. | 
Some Dec. as e ſays, may come from 
Jove. But come from where they will, the Doctor 
now is thunder-ſtruck. His Eyes are, fixed on 


Vacancy; at leaſt they ſeem to be ſo fixed. The 


Man is quite abſorbed; he ſtands, he ſtares, he 


calls for Nicholas Cottier. Ni Wt ug is at Hand, 


and to the DoQor offers up a Cordial. He puts it 
by with his Diamond Finger, and till his Eyes 
are fixed. The Audience all are fixed on him; 

they ſtare with Grief and Wonder, His . 
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fixed on one, Oh, Nicholas Cottier, look, look 


there | Is not that the Widow? 
The Widow, Sir, for Heaven's ſake, where, 


where? 


By the Lord, *tis ſhe, Oh, take me down 
then, Nicholas Cottier. Say, it is a ſudden Fit. 
But mark her well, and tell me where ſhe lodges. 


Some Angel has done this — The fifteen hun- 
dred Pounds a Year — As ſure as Death I have 
her. Mark her Lodgings, Nicholas Cottier, I 


_ muſt grow worſe; ſo take me down, and call a 


Carriage, 
The DoQtor till grows worſe; and Nicholas 


Cittier tells his Friends, his Life's in Danger. 
The Congregation is alarmed. The Laden all: *- 
_ expreſs their Sorrow. A Surgeon offers his Aſſiſ. 
| tance. But Nzcholas Cottier carries off his Friend 


in Haſte, and leaves the Audience in a Po- 


| ther. 


The Doctor ſeize Niebolas by the "Hand. 


Zounds, I am now as well as ever. Have you 
found her Lodgings out ? Was ever ſuch a Viſion ? 
J find I am the Care of Heaven yet; twas Inſpira- 


tion. Nicholas Cottier, find me out her Lodgings. 
The very Woman to a Hair. It is a Match 


already. We ſhall fling the Stocking to be ſure. 


She ſtruck me like a Spirit. But, Nicholas, find 


me out her Lodgings. I ſhall haunt her in my 


'Turn. It was a glorious Apparition. A Bottle 
of Sack or Burgundy. Nicholas, we muſt drink 


the Widow. You ſhall have your Houſe and | 
Stables. Nicholas Cottier, thou art an honeſt fel- 


low. The Dream's a good one. Here, here's her 


Health; come, fill it up; you muſt find her Quar- 


ters, my Mind tells me, Man. Zounds, it was a 


lucky Stroke. I ſhall have her. Fifteen hundred 


Pounds a Year are mine, You ſhall have the 
_ Houſe 
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Houſe and Stables. Come, drink another Bumper, 
then'turn out and reconnoitre. Let me know what 
People ſay concerning this my ſudden Fit. I never 
did fo well in all my Life. * Twas a happy Interrup- 


tion. I fhall mount again To-morrow. The Ox- 


ford Buſineſs may now be damned. Money 
Nicholas, is the grand Coſmetic : It takes out every 
Stain. This thall be a joyful Night indeed. Nel. 


ly ſhall fare the better for this Buſineſs ; the Huſſey 


all be glad. The Widow's very tall. Damn 


it, Nicholas, I like her Noſe and Hair. Mary 


Queen of Scots exactly, I'll be bound ſhe's Game, 


Aye, ſhe came to Town on Purpoſe. The great- 


eſt Creature in the World. My Croſs and Ring, Ni- 


cholas how they ſpangle ? Pm quite another Thing. 
Her Teeth are very white. Her Eyes indeed ; but 


T ſhall mend that Article, I' teach them to look 
ſoft. They'll melt at my inſtrudive Lecture. 
Let me alone, for that; the Eye is my peculiar 
Pievince. I like her looks extremely. She faſten- 
ed on my Perſon. I thought her Eyes would eat 
me. l' hold ten thouſand Guineas that ſhe 
dreamt of me: Nicholas; as ſure as Death ſhe 
dreamt of me: It is a Match-making Dream, de- 
pend on it; a charming Go-between. But has 


the Children. Nicholas Cottier? 


Not one alive, by George; all interred and ga- 


thered to their Father. The Stage is clear. 
Say you ſo! By — then ſure as Day I mount 


it. Let me alone to act the Part. I wiſh the Cur- 
tain now was drawn. MNichslas, you ſhall have 

your Houſe and Stables. The Widow and I ſhall 
inn with you. Get again your Houſe-Keeper. 
We fhall ring the Bells for you. But, Nicholas, 
beat about, and bring me in what News you can. 


I long to know what 1 we : 1 
| He 
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He ſcarce had ſpoke, when half a Dozen Gen- 


tlemen came into his Apartment; who ſeeing 
him in ſuch a lively Plight, expreſſed their Satis- 
faction, for they thought the Doctor had been ill. 


One of them, a Phyſician, felt his Pulſe, and 


aſked him if ſuch Fits were frequent with him. 


But, ſays he, you are now as ſound as any Man 
in Britain. And ] inſiſt, Sir, that you ſup with 


me to Night; you and all this Company. Nay, 
no Excuſes, Do&or. | 


With that they ſeized him in a friendly Vio- 
lence, and to the Leech's Houſe they carried him 


Wits Armis. 


The Ladies were juſt ſet down to Tea. The 


Doctor's Fit was coming on again. He felt about 
for Nicholas Cottier; for who in very deed ſhould 


front him, as he ſat at Table, but the identic Wi- 
dow? There ſhe was. And here the Doctor trem- 


bled. The Widow too had changed her Colour, 
and certain Symptoms ſeem to tell her Caſe. 
The Doctor ſaw and believed; and muttered to |] 
himſelf: Yes, ſhe had her Dream; ſhe's as much 
alarmed as I am. Ob, it is an honeſt Dream. 
In ſhort, the Chevalier ſummoned up his Cou- 
rage, and ſhone away extremely. His Wit was 
Rival to his Croſs, and flaſhed about much bright- 


er. The Ladies are amazed. The Widow was 


ſtruck dumb. The Doctor had her in his Baſket. 
She is fairly brought on Shore. The DoQor ſtill 
grew brighter. The Widow yields at Mercy. At 
leaſt, the Chevalier, from certain lucky Omens in 
his Favour, concluded all was ſnug. 
The Widow and he exchanged a Shot or two to- 


gether, She hoped, he was not often troubled with 


thoſe ugly Fits, that robbed them of ſo fine an 


Entertainment this Morning. She ſaid it was an 


envious one. She wiſhed the Ladies in particular 


could 
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could 5 it at Law for Damage, ſhe would gladly 
ſubſcribe her Questa. And ſhe was ſure not a ſingle 


Lady would refuſe. 


To which the DoCtor anſwered, That though 
that ſlight Viſit was the firſt of the Kind which he 


had ever received, he could not forbear thinking 


the Fit was his Friend, ſince it helped to conciliate 
the Attention to him of ſo many beautiful Objects. 
And the Damage, as ſhe politely was pleaſed to call 


| it, ſhould, he hoped, be ſuddenly repaired : For he 
propoſed to finiſh his Lecture on Monday-Morning ; 


where, Madam, If I am happy in any Excellence, 
it will be due to your Preſence. | 

The Widow bluſhed and bridled, and after that 
the looked a little filly. The Doctor ſaw and re- 


joiced, and ſet it down within. Then leaning back 
to Nicholas Cottier, by the li. ing G—d, ſhe's 


fixed; but this was in a Whiſper. 
But, to make the Story ſhort, they paſſed the 


: Evening very pleaſant, The DoQor returns with 
NMWicholas Coltier to the Inn, and finiſhed the re- 
maining Part with Nelly. 


The Morrow being * the Chevalier went 


to Church in all his gloomy Pomp; and ordered 


| Matters ſo, by the Aſſiſtance of Nicholas Cottier, that 


he fat in the ſame Pew with the Widow. Where 
he was not idle, but exchanged many ſilent 
Vollies with her ; Glance for Glance, like Light- 


ning, was ſtill exchanged. The Thunder was yet 


to come. The Bolt ſtood ready to be ſnot ; : and 
only waited for the prieſtly Word. 
lie dines at the ſame Table with her. The Bu- 

ſineſs now went Whip and Spur. But Monday is 


arrived, and the Doctor mounts again the * 
trum. 


Reader, aks this along with you, that for the 


E Space of four and- twenty Hours, the Town of 


Oxford - 
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e never came athwart him once. To which 


egation of his Grief, and the Widow's Preſence 


| put together, we owe, in Part, the dazling Beau- 


ties of his Ring and Lecture. His Hand and Voice, 
like the Bell Rope and the Sound, gave ſuch Har- 


mony to Eyes and Ears, *twas hard to ſay, which 


Pleaſed moſt, the Muſic or the Ringer. The Di- 
amond here indeed comes in for Snacks, and did 


as much, perhaps as either. But among them all, 
the Thing was excellent. 


We have ſaid enough before about the Eye at 


Oxford, therefore ſhan't at preſent parcel out the 
Matter. Beſides there is a Time to come, in which 
that Buſineſs ſhall at large be handled. Let it 
| ſuffice, that his Townſmen were in Tranſports ; 


and who ſo much rejoiced as Tabitha the Quaker's 


Kelict, for ſhe was there, and heard and ſaw her- 


| ſelf, unſeen, unheard by Doctor Taylor, for he had 
Other Fiſn to fry. 


He was always with the Widow and Nicholas 


Cottier was not idle, 


He meditates a fmall Excurſion to the Country. | 
The thing was planned by Nicholas Cottier. The 
Reaſons that induced him thereto, ſhall, in their 


proper Place appear. Mean while there is a Ball = 


to be held in Honour of the Chevalier Taylor. 


The Place is in the Town-Houſe. 


And here let Sceptics and Free-Thinkers learn to 


| tremble, nor carp at Prophecies, nor laugh at | 
Dreams. No Argument like Matter of Fact. 


The Widow was in white, arrayed from Head 
to Foot; her very Buckles wore that Colour. For 


| Nicholas Cottier took his Oath on it, before that 


Infidel, Squire Chubb, at Saliſbury, | 
| The Doctor ſaw the bright Appearance, and all 


: the Dream came ruſhing on his Soul. He doubted | 
if ſhe was not more than Woman, ſhe looked ſa 


like : 


os 


ted 


dio | 
like | 


hat 1 
all 
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like an Angel; but he as black as Lucifer. That 
Moment her Jointure did not ſtrike him; her Per- 
ſon and the Dream had ſeized on all his Mind; her 
Fortune was forgot; that Moment he ſtood ab- 


ſtracted from himſelf; and Taylor's Heart was 


Honeſt : His Virtue like the Faſhion takes Delight 


in Change. The Doctor's Virtue was of the 
Ague Kind, the cold fit kept the longeſt. 


The fifteen hundred Pounds a Year again bore 


Sway. He dances with the Widow to the very 
Tune he dreamt of, and every thing was ful- 


filled. 


Nichelas Cottier capered on the Floor for Joy; 
and clapped his Hands together. 


The Doctor is a compound of great and ſmall ; 


and as we ſaid at firſt, a Co-incidence of all Ka 
| tremes. In him we find the Oculiſt ; in him the Jug- 
gler; in him we find the Orator aloft, and on the 


Floor theDancing-Maſter. The Doctor moved with 
better Grace than molt of them. His Air was tinctur- 

ed with the Foreigner, which made him viſible in 
all his Motions. The firſt Figure in the Groupe; he 


was ſure to ſtrike you. He knocked down all at 
Norwich. The Widow's Heart had taken Shelter 
in the Citadel; I mean, her Pride; for all the 
_ Qutworks were demoliſhed. The Doctor gained 
them all. His Dancing drove her to the Arſenal ; 


and even that was not likely to hold much longer. 
The Doctor's Petards would force a Paſſage. 
In a Word, ſhe told him where ſhe lived, and 


invited him to call upon her. She underſtood he 


meant to take a litile Country Air, and her 


Houſe, ſhe faid, afforded a charming Proſpect. 


The Doctor makes his Bow, and promiſos to 


viſit her. 


Nicholas Cite. is invited too, and ſo is Maſter 
Facty, 
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Facky. The Bowl went ſmoothly over the Green, 


and took the proper Bias. 


The Chevalier becomes religious; for truly 


this was ſomething more than common. A Hand 
inviſible had brought this happy Thing about. 


This, ſays he, is the Work of Providence, the 


| Reward of my Zeal to the orthodox Communion 


of the Church of England, my honoured and ſpi- 


ritual Mother. My ſufferings for her Sake, I knew, 
would be rewarded. A Miracle is wrought to 


make me happy. You know it Nicholas Cottier, 


the. Widow too has dreamed, if I ſtand before 


you. Pl hold you half her income, the Widow 
was inſpired. *'T1s not yet the time to aſk her, but 
dream ſhe did, as ſure as you are waking. What 


fay you, Nicholas Cottier? 


Dream or not dream, the Work is done, quoth 


Nicholas. Remember, Sir, the Houſe and Sta- 
bles. The Widow goes away To-morrow, iv on = = 
you ſee her out of Town, Sir? 1 5 | 


See her out of Town! Aye, Nicholas, to the 
World's End, We muſt get ready and attend her; 


Why not all the Way? we will do nothing, Nicæ, 
by Halves. We will eſcort her to her Houſe; 


We'll croſs the Threſhold. Give me once but Foot- 


ing in her Palace, and leave the reſt to Fortune. 


We'll increaſe her Equipage. | Let Jact get rea- 
dy. 
Kecordingly the Doctor and his Train faeprized 


her on the Road. She traveled in her Coach and 
Four. The Doctor was on horſe-back. But ma- 


naged Matters ſo that he took his Seat under the 


Shelter of her trundling Canopy. Maſter Fack 
and Nicbelas Cattier rode on either Side of the =; 
Carriage. The Footman joined the Widow's in 
the Rear. | Pn e 
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And now the whole Proceſſion was drawing 
near the Caſtle. It ſtood upon a Hill, and made 
indeed a fine Appearance. Nicholas Cottier chuck- 
led at the Sight on't. 
To make the Matter ſhort, they're all arrived. 
The Doctor and the Widow enter firſt, Maſter 
Fack and Nicholas Cottier follow in the Train; the 


Footmen wind up all. 


And here the DcQor fixed his Foot upon the 


Widow's Jointure-Land ; and here the Anchor of 
bis Hope was caſt. No Univerſity called Oxford, 


was then on Farth; no Fumigations had Exift- 


ence, no Sir Goddari ever went a hunting; no 
Pump, no Spit, no Horſe- pond gave Anndi- 


ſance. 


Ulyſſes now is lended, and all the Voyage is 


forgot. The Widow opened her wide Doors, , 
and Hoſpitality had Elbow-Room. 


The DoRor ſtill is gaining-Ground, and Nicholai 


T Cottier dreams of Thouſands. The Wedding-Day 


is now in Meditation. The Doctor drove on Jehu- 


like. Delays are dangerous. The Widow ſeemed 
to put a Price on Time. She knew that Life 
Was fleeting, and fain would catch the happy Hour. 

But Felicity on Earth (we meddle not with Things 


above) is indeed an intermittent. Happineſs, like 
a drunken Fit, is ſure to bring its Plague along 


VUith it. Why, Reader, the Doctor's Foot is in 
the Stirrup, ready 10 mount the Saddle of his high 
Ambition. But Envy, that infernal Jilt, has 


caught his Skirt behind, and pulled the hot Aſpirer 


een. 


Some meddling Pied at Norwich. had ſent a 


* Whiſper in a North-Eaſt Wind that reached the 
_ Widow's Ear, the Burthen of which Meſſage was, 
that the Chevalier's Wife was as much alive as ſhe, 


Ob II. 3 H 5 
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This was a Stab indeed, that maſſacred immediate 
Matrimony; the bloody Hand unknown. 

The Doctor calls for Nicholas Cottier. Oh, 
here's the Devil come again, Nichzlas, Read that 
Letter. The Widow is alarmed. What Remedy 
on Earth can fave us, Nicbolas? Will you ſwear ? 
An Oath on this Occaſion is nothing. Tou ſaw 
her Funeral, yourſelf a Mourner? 
Who, I, ſays Nicholas Cottier ? Zounds ! you 
ſay ſhe died in France. I never ſaw the Country 
but from the Cliffs of Dover. Sure ſhe is dead and 
buried. I thought you ſaid, ſhe boarded at an Inn 
called Purgatory, where no Bill was made till 
Doom's-Day. 

No Joking now, by Heavens. 5 | 

I waſh my Hands on't, if ſhe's living. You ſaid, 


| ſhe died, and died a Fapiſt too. Theſe Prieſts can 


raiſe a Spirit, Remember, Sir, I waſh my Hands 
on't. 

| Nicholas Cattier will not wrong. the Widow: 
This affair looks comical. 

I tell you once again, I waſh my Hands on't. 
If ſhe is above the Ground, I mean your Wife, 


Doctor where are you ? I'll run my chance without 


you, turn Oſtler, Tapſter, any thing rather than— _ 
Doctor, ſend away to Paris, and have an Anſwer ; 


let us know the Truth: Till that is done, though Ne 


[ han't a Shilling, Nicholas Cottier ſhall forbid the 
Banns. - 
Thou ſilly Puppy, quoth the Be don't you 
know the Act of Parliament? Duplicates are mor- 
tal, Tyburn and two Wives. Pſhaw, you Block- 
head, but Facky ſhall ſet out To-morrow for the 


1 Capital of Prance. He will bring us an Antidote 


for Scruples, He ſhall cure your Doubtings. 
| Under Hand and Seal the College ſhall confirm 1 it. 
Aye, Jacky ſhall be gone. » 
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And go he did with Inſtructions from his Father, 


that if his Mother was indeed alive, he ſhould not, 
by any Means, appear to her, but procure, for 
Money, a falſe Certificate of her Death, which 


muſt be ſigned with the Names of the principal 


People in the Neighbourhood where ſhe died, 


eſpecially the Prieſt and Officers of the Church 


where ſhe's interred. All this one Livre will ac 
compliſn, by going to a proper Perſon for that 


Purpoſe. There is a Notary Nerwich Man, who 
went from hence for Robbery. He lives near the 
College du Pleſſis; his Name is Harriſon. Give 
him this Note and a Guinea, Fact, the Work is 
done, Conſider, you Rogue, the fifteen hundred 
Pounds a Year, you ſhall have your Horſe and 
Hounds, and Frogs upon your Coat again. But 


_ haſte, my Facky, haſte, you muſt travel Day and 
Night, 'tis but five hundred Miles from hence to 


aris ; no more indeed, my little Mere ui y; ; you'll 
fly it back and forward in a Trice: Remember 


Harriſon, But if your Mother is indeed in Hea- 
ven, which I greatly doubt, then you may go 


honeſtly to work, and there's an End. But haſte, 
my Boy. So bleſs thee, Tacky. 


Facky travels off to Dover, and quickly trod on 
Gallic Ground, Away he ſcours from Calais, im- 


patient to arrive at Paris. 


He journeys in Company with an 1 E ngliſh Noble- 

man, who ſailed from Dover in the ſame Ship with 
him. But whilſt on Board he wore a Livery, and 
paſſed for his own Footman. The Footman then 


was Maſter. 


They no ſooner landed, than they changed ay” 
Characters, and ſo my Lord appeared himſelf 


| again. 
_ Young Taylor and his e grew very inti- 


mate upon the Road together, and Maſter Fachy, 
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by Degrees began to unbutton all his Buſineſs to 

my Lord, who ſtarted at the Doctor's Villainy. 
And what do you mean to do in this Affair, 


ſays my Lord; will you really carry on the 
Cheat 


No not for the World, ſays Taylor; I'd ſooner 
die than act fo vile a Part. My Mother, I am 


ſure is living, and ſhe ſhall know the whole 


Contrivance. I hate my Father's Principles, and, 


to do him Juſtice, ſo he indeed does: he inherits _ 
nothing from his Father, but in his Profeſſion, 
where he ſhares an ample Portion of bis higheſt 
Skill. When ſuch uſeful Merit is built upon an 
| honeſt Bottom, the Poſteſlor may be truly called, * 
public Good, 


But my Lord and ack are now ſet out again. 
My Lord enquires about the Widow, and finds ſhe 


is his own Relation. His Blood begins to kindle ; 


for it ſeems he loved her a little more than Couſins 
do. He is angry now in Earneſt. 


If your Mother, Boy, be living—but 13 1 


Thing to me. PII ſpoil his Sport for him. Come, 
Put on with. Speed, Man. Damn me, I'll be with 


| him, a Raſcal to attempt my Kinſwoman. My 
Buſineſs is a Jaunt of Pleaſure. I hope the Wi- 
dow will not be ſo mad. She'll wait till your Re- 
turn, won't ſhe? _ 


O yes, my Lord, 1 wile ſhe will; though ſhe 
ſeems impatient too, i 
Puſh on, puth on, young Sp ark, this Buſi WY 


muſt be minded. Oh the filly "Slut 1 to harbour |} 

ſuch a Raſcal. I know the Coxcomb well enough. _ 
I helped him out of Jail at Turin. Come, whip | 
away, my Lad. Can ou” find your Mother's = 
e 


Ves, 
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Yes, yes, my Lord, I know it well enough » 
ſhe has lived there theſe ſeven Years. I'd find the 
Spot at Midnight. My Father is indeed a — 
| Raſcal, ſays my "py But I mall trim his 
Whiſkers tor him. 
They ſoon alight at Paris, My Lord invites 


the Lad to his Hotel, and in the Morning packs 


him to his Mother, whom he found as fat and as 


fair as ever. He lays the Plot before her. She 


adviſed him to proceed, as if ſhe really was not l v 
ing. i 
But fays ſhe, il have him hanged at Norwich, 


 Fack, do you go on, and call on Harri. I fill 
make ſome ſhift I warrant you, Jack, what a 


Rogue your Father is! But go to Harriſen; get 
every thing from him you want, Was there cer 


ſuch a Villain? "I Lord ie this you talk 
of? . 
A very ky one, ſays Jack I muſt 80 back 
and dine with him. 


Zack got all Things ready, and waited on my 


Lord to Dinner. He produced his Credentials 
under the Signet of Mr. Harriſon. | 
His Lordſhip laughed outragecuſly, and ordered 


Zack to reſt himſelf a Day or two, and then ſet out 


tor Calais. But bring your Mother here Lo- 


moriow, 
Accordingly the came and dined with his Lord- 


ſhip. And after ſome Diſcourſe in private, Jack 


was ordered to ſet out the next Morning for Ung- 
land. | 


But, ſays my Led; my Letter will ba there 
before you. I have written to the Widow. Your 
Mother knows my Project. I have ſpoiled his 
Market. However, Fact, do you ſay nothing, 
ous give the Raſcal your Certificates, Your Mo- 
| H 3. „„ ther 
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ther too has wrote to Norwich, Keep you the 
Matter cloſe and I ſhall thank you for it. 


Fack drives Jehu-like to Calais, and ſoon after 


arives at Dover. From thence he poſted to the 


Widow's. 1 
The Doctor claſped him in his Arms, and cries 


out, is ſhe then in Heaven, Jack ? 


Fack produced his Papers. 
the DoQtor leaps for Joy. And cries out, 


Nicholas Cottier, by the Lord, the Baggage is de- 


fund, the Coaſt is clear, dead, dead as Cleopatra ! 


Ob, you fall have your Houſe and Stables. Facky, 
you ſhall have the Hounds and Horſes. Read it, 


Nicholas Cottier. The Widow is my own. The 


charming Widow, all in White, What think you 

now of Dreams? Oxford may go fiddle. I give Mis- 

fortunes tothe Winds. The Saints take care of Taylor, 

_ and the Angels ſtoop to meet him. But, Nicholas, 
the Widow now is near a Criſis, Her Change is on 


the Threſhold. Let us fly to tell her. Come, 
Facky, you ſhall have her Bleſſing, Sirrah ; a 
happy Day for you, you Rogue you. But let us 


make her lift her Head again, She'll grow taller, 
| Nicholas, and thicker too, I hope. Ns 


But here ſhe comes, the Goddeſs of Deſire, the 


Loadſtone. 


O my charming Chick! Read; read heres 


your holy Writ, your Scripture-proof, my Dove, 


four Months beneath the ſacred Turf. And 


could you doubt my Honour, diſtruſt your Cheva- 
lier, thou beanteous Infidel? But I ſhall finiſh 


your Converſion. The Hands of all the Clergy, 


the Undertaker too, the King himſelf ſhall ſign it. 
Are you now convinced, my Chick? What Fiends 


are thoſe at Nerwich, that envyed you, my Dear? 
But let them all be curſt. Now, ſhall we name 


the Day, my Chicken? To-night, To-morrow, 
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or on Friday? What ſay you, Nicholas Ciottier © 


Friday is a very lucky Day. I got this Croſs on 


Friday. On Friday | eſcaped the Inquiſition, On 
Friday I firſt beheld this Charmer. On Friday 1 
ſhall ke her mine for ever. 


The Widow bluſhed, and courteſy'd, and ſaid 


nothing. The Doctor caugbt the Omen, and 


cried out, Silence gives Conſent. Nicholas Cottier 
gives a loud Huzza. And Maſter Facky looks a 
a little ſilly, Not a Word about a Letter from 


my Lord. He did not like the Thing at all, and 


was. reſolved to ſqueek, He waits however till 


Fo-morrow, hoping ſomething might come out. 


But to- morrow was as dumb as ; Yelterday. 


Jaely could not reſt. He takes his Horſe, and 
ſteals away to Norwich ; where his Father's Uncle 
was then upon a Viſit to his Brother, the very 


Man who lives this Day at Hoxton, "Og Taylor 


tells his Story. 


The good old Gentleman was firuck with 


Horror. What fays he, and his Wife alive ? She 
is his Wife, PI! fwear it. I gave her from m 
Hand in Marriage. And what is more, I paid for 
the Wedding-Supper too. Oh, my graceſeſs Ne- 


phew ! Is Friday then the Day! 1 III fave the Lady 


fror his wicked Snare, and your Father from the 
Gallows ; yes, ÞIl forbid the Banns, never fear it, 


Boy. Do you go back again, my Boy, I like your 
Honeſty, ſay nothing. . On Friday Morning I ſhall 
meet you at the Red Hart. You know the Inn, 


don't you? 


Ves, Sir, very well, ſays Tacky. 
80 back he went, with his Mind much eaſier, 


Mean while the Chevalier and Widow are upon 
the Top of Piſgah, ready to leap into the promiſed 
Land. Nicholas Cottier hopes for Houſe and 
5 H 4 1 Stables, 


= 
© . 1 
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And Nicholas proceeds to tell his Dream. 
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Stables, and Maſter Facky eats his Bread and But- 
ter. 

Reader, this is Thurſday Evening. Aud, as 
fure as Fate, To-morrow will be Friday. To- 
night the Widow dreams indeed. Her Dreams, 


God knows what, imperfect Prologues of the 
Scene at Hand. 


The Doctor was up before the Sun. A thou- 
fand fairy Viſions are dancing in his View. He 
graſps at Phantoms of Delight. He owns there 
rs a Providence. He feels that Truth within him, 
Gratitude and Faith, He triumphs in his Suffer- 
ing. The Inquiſition and its Horrors ſerve but 


to heighten every Joy. He ruminates on the 
| Raptures of the approaching Hour, and all his 


alt Misfortunes are forgot. Oxford is anni- 
hilated. His Croſs, that Urim of his Fate, 


looks brighter than the Widow's Eyes. The 
Diamond on his Finger was indeed a little 
clouded. It was the Marriage Finger too ; 
which untimely Omen gave the Doctor Pauſe, g 


He rubbed his Eyes, he fneezed, he looked a- 
gain, and ſtill the Cloud continued ; he rubs 
it with his Linen on the left Side near his 


Heart, but rubbing made it worſe ; he then 


returns it to its Station on his Ms ai and thought 


no more about it. 


But in that very Moment up comes Nicholas Cot- 


tier. His Countenance was like the Moon in a 


miſty Evening; it looked a little muddy, as thro” 


unquiet Reſt ; for Nicholas had his Dream. 


Heayen grant that all may ſpeed, quoth Nicholas, 


my Dreams laſt Night. But Dreams, I hope, are 7 


nothing, excepting your own about the Widow. 
Mine, PII ſwear's a ſad one. 


The Doctor flares, and ſeems a Fittle touched, | 
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1 e ſays Nicholas, that my Houſe and 
Stables were again my own; that the Widow and 
yourſelf were both to dine with me, and that Rache. 
was come home. I thought the Floors were cover- 
ed all with Ruſhes, and Flowers were growing in 
the Chimneys. Oh ! how I rejoiced to meet with 


Rachel; I took her in my Arms, I thought, and 


threw her on the Ruſhes, juſt to try if they were 


ſoft or not. But in that very Inſtant I thought a 


Whirl-wind carried off the Roof of the Houſe, and 


all the Ruſhes, and. the Roſes ; but ſtill that Rachel, 


was between me and the Floor, I felt it very cold; 
and when I waked, inſtead of Rachel, what ſhould 
be under me but a tawdry drefſed-up wooden Doll, 
which the Maids had put to Bed to me, for you re- 
member I was pretty tiply. By the Lord, I be- 
lieve, it bodes no Good ; my Spirits are as low as 
ſtooped ſmall Beer. 


Pſhaw, rat you, quoth the Doctor, your P 


is made of Porridge, Your Rachel and your Ruſhes, 
— Is the Widow ſtirring? tell me that, and let 
your Dream go fiddle. What's the lucky Hour, 
Nicholas Cottier? Twelve © Clock, I believe, for 
then the Sun is at the higheſt. An Emblem of my 
preſent happy Fortune. We'll be married, Nick, 
at twelve, and in the Church too, in the * of 
all the World. Who dare forbid the Banns? Nich. 


las, you muſt give the Widow, and do the Thing 


with Dignity. But come, we'll in and rouſe her 
up. What do you hang your Head for ? 

God ſend, fays Nicholas, I may have my Houtc 
and Stables. This ugly Dream torments me. | 
cannot rub it from my Thoughts; it flicks like 
Bird- lime. That plaguy wooden Doll, inſtead of 
Rachel, looks I don't know — But let us rouſe the 


Widow. Pl] give her like an Alderman, Til act 


my Part, N Warrant you. — 
1 N — | ps WW 
2. . * | 9 * 


= Cottier;” 
Servants brought up the Rear on Foot, by way of 


| his Oracles. 


154 THE HISTORY OF 

So in they went, and ſat them down to Break- 
faſt. The Widow was as briſk as ever. Her 
Dreams were not like Nicholas Cottier's. Nothing 
now but Rant and Rapture paſſed between the 
Doctor and the Widow. But Nicholas looked as 
dull as ever. Mr. Facky too was miſſing 

And now the Sun is haſting up the Hill. His 
Coach has reached eleven, and the Widow's too is 


getting ready; for the Church was about a Mile 
dliſtant from her Ho uſe. 
cenſe are waiting at her Elbow, and the Hour of 
Noon is coming very faſt. The Parſon looks upon 


The Parſon and the Li- 


his Watch, and the Doctor took the Hint immedi- 


ately. He ſeized the Widow by the Hand, and 
| Jed her to the Coach, which ſtood waiting at the 


Gate ; the Parſon followed: and ſo did Nicholas 
Theſe four were in the Coach. The 


Witneſſes. And fo thev marched forwards to the 
Holy Place. The Clerk was there in waiting. 
They are now arrived, and Service ſoon begins. 


The Parſon took the ſhorteſt Cuts, and travelled _ 


through the Prayers with all Expedition. 
"About the Middle of the Service a Footman in 


a white Livery, turned up with red, came into the 


Church, fat down awhile, and looked about hun, 


and then went out again. 


' Nicholas Cottier wondered at the Thing, 1 
gueſſed ſome Strangers were coming to the Wed- 


ding. Nor did he gueſs amils. 


The Bleſſing 18 pronounced, and now the Chie- 
valler reviews again his Croſs and Diamond Ring. 
Appearances are not propitious. But what can now 

obſtruct him. He eyes the Widow, and e 


Ad 
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And now the important Groupe is formed. 
There ſtands the Bride and Bridegroom, here the 


Prieſt and Nicholas Cottier. The myſtic Rights be- 
gin; the Parſon has advanced; and Nicholas taxes 


the Widow by the Hand ; and, with a parental 
Air, gives it joyful to the Doctor. When in that 
very inſtant, that awful Inſtant, enter two Gentle- 


men in Riding-Habits, and with them enters Maſ- 


ter Fach). 
Hold your ſacrilegious Hand, you Dog, ſays 


one of them, and ſeized on Nicholas Cottier ; and 


you, you Villain, Taylor. Ah, you cheated Wo- 


man | I forbid the Banns. Parſon, cloſe your 
Book. Here, call a Conſtable. 5 

Now, Reader, or rather let me call on Mr. 
5 Hogarth ; or, if there be a better Painter, 


let me call on him; what is Joſeph's Diſcovery 
compared to this ? There ſtands a Groupe; ; ob- 5 


ſerve the different Faces. 


We ſhall not now e it further, than ae 
the Widow knew my Lord, her Couſin, Mr. 


Facky” s Fellow-Traveller ; and the Doctor knew 
his Son. Language was vaniſhed from the Parties 


moſt concerned, except what ſtaring Eyes and gap- 
ing Mouths afforded. This was the Widow's Caſe; 


| ſhe was ſtruck dumb. The Doctor ſtared as bad; 


and ſo did Nicholas Cottier. The Parſon only c 88 | 


articulate : And he, after pauſing too a while, de- 


mands, for Heaven's e what was the Mat- 


1 
Matter, Villain! Ceaſe your Office. This Raſ- 


cal Taylor has a Wife now living. 


Who, I a Wife ? replied the Doctor. I have 


no Wife as yet. A Minute more had given me 
one. Blood and Dek, Ar, who are 1 : 


do rr ne FS: 
. > 
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My former Wife is dead at Paris, dead a Year ago. 


eng dare you, Ruffian, interrupt this _ Buſi- 


3 


neſs ? 

But the Widow cried, it is my Lord, hy Kinl- 
man. There's ſomething ſure in this. For Hea - 
ven's Sake, my Lord, what is the Matter ? 

Il tell you, Madam, ſays my Lord. And ſo 
he blew a Whiſtle. When, ftrange to ſay, who 
ſhould march up the Iſle, in perfect Fleſh and Blood, 
in ample Plight and fair Condition, but the Doctor's 
antient Conſort, Mrs. Martha Taylor, and with 
her marched his Uncle, who. dwells this Day at 
Hoxton. Now, Madam, ſays my Lord, that's the 
Matter. There's his lawful Wife before 5 you; and 
there's his honeſt Uncle, who gave her to him in 
Marriage. Now, Traitor, look on her. — 
The Doctor ſtares like Hamlet. The Widow 
drops into his Lord ſhip's Arms. The Doctor ruthes 
to the Door, and hids ten thouſand Curſes blaſt them 
all. Nicholas Cottier (hill upon the Ground. The 
Doctor leaped upon the Footman's Horſe, and 
drove away like Hell. No matter where ? EG 

The Lady's Fit engroſſed the Attention of the 
Company, and gave him en to make 


Ob, ſudden Change of Fortone ! But we have 
not Time to moralize at preſent. The Reader, 
of his own Accord, may purſue the Bridegroom 
without his Boots, or Whip, or Spur, riding a- 
way for Life. The Halter, not the Welding 8 
Ring, was now his Cue. 
Ihe Widow is returned to 10. My Lord 
applies his Smelling- Bottle; and indeed bor Caſe 
was piteous ; it would draw Tears from any honeſt 
Heart. Nicholas Cottier wept with Sorrow, and 
forgot his Houſe and Stables; for the Widow _ 
PFF | Pierced | 
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pierced him through and through with ſuch a triſt- 
ful Look, and Mrs. Taylor ſcanned him with a 
ſuſpicious Brow. The Purlon looked like one 
that loſt his Purſe, and groped about for Explana- 
tion. Maſter 7acky But the Painter will ex- 
preſs the whole. 

My Lord and his Friend led away the Widow 
to her Coach. Her Wedding was almoſt a Fune- 
ral. She looked like one expiring. Mrs. Taylor 
and her Friends were carried back to the Red-Hart- 

un, from whence they came, in my Lord's Car- 
riage. My Lord and his Friend waited on the 

Widow in her Coach; and N:icholas Cottier follow- 
ed on at a Diſtance, footing ſlowly, which gave 
him Leiſure to let looſe his Sorrows, for Nicholas 
fretted with a Vengeance. The Coaches fill were 
gaining Ground of him. The Church ſtood in the 
old Place; for thrice he caft his Eyes behind him. 
My Dream alſo bas beat the Doctor's. That 
wooden Doll inſtead of Rachel ; the Footman's 
Horſe, and not the Widow, We both have mount- 

ed wrong, Oh, ſuch a Pair of Jockeys. The 

Race is loſt for ever. Where are now the Houſe 
and Stables? This Mrs. Taylor hates me too; 


but the Widow knows Pm honeſt, My Dream 


vas not made of Porridge, I wiſh was at Canter- 
| bury. I don't know where to turn me. Then, 
leaning on his Staff, he muttered to himſelf, the 
Lord knows what, and curſed the Day he turned 
Apothecary. Rachel too came into his Mind, and 
every thing that vexed him. He looked once more 
towards the Church, and ſaid, his Dream had got 
the better. A woeful Victory, quoth Nicholas, If 
this be Dreaming, let me ſleep no more. I ne- 
ver ſhall ſee my Houſe and Stables. I wiſh I had 


never known YOU, Doeor- Tags But what 
ſhould 
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ſhould bring that Lord from Paris. As ſure as 
Death he loves the widow. I'll hold my Life, he 
flands the faireſt Chance, Oh, Rachel] where are 


you To-night? My Curſe upon you, Doctor Taylor, 


He ſtooped again upon bis Staff, and muſed in 
Secret; when Maſter 7acky, with a Slap on the 
Back, rouſed him from his {ad Soliloquy. Nicholas 


Cottier, thou art an honeſt Han. My Mother and 


the Widow love vou. My Lord will be Poe” 
Friend. 
This waked him from his Reverie. He jumps 


for Joy; and away he trudges, with Matter Jacty, 


to the Red- Hart. Inn; where Mrs. Taylor and the 
Company made him welcome, _ 
In theſe warm Quarters ſhall we take our Leave 


of honeſt Nicholas Cottier, and his Friends: And, 
ont of meer Compaſſion, turn about in queſt of the 
Chevalier. 


The Reader muſt forgive a neceſſary Blank in 


this our Story. That is, we can ſay nothing of 
the DoQtor's Hiſtory from the Time that he took 


Horſe at the Church Door, till he arrived at the 


i elſb-Harp- Inn on Cheft:r Road; for there he 


came at laſt. He came, it is rue: without his 


Horſe. Through ſome Accident, or Miſtake, or 
other, the Steed was lefi behind, and the DoQor, 


at this Time, alighted from a return Poſt-Chaiſe. 


The Reader may gueſs how Matters went in the 


Chevalier's Mind, during the Interval abovemen- 


tioned. But he is now at the Welch Harp, like a 


 Weather- beaten Ship in Harbour, with Tackle 
| torn, and Steerage out of order. He calls for Sup- 
Per," and aſked what Gueſts were then in the: 


Honfe. 


He was told, there was but one Gantt; 
who would be vey glad to you ene with 


To 


him. 
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To which Propoſal the Doctor readily agreed. 
When preſently, to his great Surprize, who ſhould _ 
enter the Room, with much Addreſs and: Forma- 
lity, but his ancient and approved Friend, the 
worthy Mr. Richard Eagle. Never was a Tragedy 
Part fo well performed upon Covent-Garden Stage, 
or Drury, as this that now was acted at the 

Felch-Harp- Inn, between thoſe much alarmed 
and molt illuſtrious Heroes. A Pair of Characters 
indeed! Dick Eagle was the moſt in the Dumps. | 
He bowed the ofteneſt, with his Hand upon his 
Breaſt, and his Eyes eat downwards; a Kind of 
conſcious Cringe, a ſilent half Confeſſion of ſome- | 
thing not ſo fair as might be, that had paſſed be- 
tween em. Perhaps the roaſted Mutton, Spit 
and all, with which he regaled the Chevalier at 
Dublin, was then ſerved aha by Memory | to his Ap- 
prehenſion. ; 

But the DoQor cries out, What, again, my 
early evil Genius and my laſt, what Fate has flung 


us thus together? ? But Richard Eagle, Pm a Wretch 


indeed. 


Hear me, dear Sir, ſays Dick, 1 thank you for 
the Hint. Command my Life, my Fortune, my © 
Sword, my Purſe, my Pencil, and my other Pro- 
vince too. There's a couple of Pullets in this 
Family, I fancy they are Game. But, to your 
Story, Sir, J Jong to be your Friend once more. 
The Doctor, like the Trojan Wanderer, with 
a melancholy Heart, relates 15 Mr. Richard Eagle 
the whole unfortunate Affair. The Widow's 
Story; a diſmal Epiſode indeed ! The ſympathiz- 
ing Dicky echoed Groan for Groan, A ſorrow- 
ful Duet it was, no doubt, But Supper and the 
Landlady's bandſome Daughter, which both 
came in together, put an end to the triſtful 


Tale. 
They ; 
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They ſup and chat. The Doctor felt his Vigour 


come about again. His Mind, though crowded 
with his late Misfortune, had yet ſome little Room 
1 Gallantry. 

Dick and he compare their Notes. A Plan is 
ſettled. Dick was on his Road to Cheſter - and the 
Doctor's Needle pointed to no certain Coaſt. He 
was a Citizen of the World at large,” 

Take Notice, Reader, this was a very critical 


Point of Time indeed. The Pretender was then 


at Preſlon. And Mr. Eagle had formed a Deſign, 
if poſſible, to come at his Picture; not through any 
diſaffected Motive, but merely to get a little Mo- 
ney; for the political and religious Creeds of 
Mr. Richard Eagle would do as well in Turkey, 
China, or Portugal, as in England, No, the Poſi- 

tive, as Dicky calls it, was the Point in view. 


And, fays he, Sir, if I could get but Fenny 


mri s too; the Thing might bring a Thou- 
ſand. 5 
| Fenny Cameron / quoth the Doctor. What, 
is not the the Pretender's Miſtreſs ? 

The ſame, quoth Dick. 

At that the Doctor gave a Spring and danced 
about the Room. His Cauſe is blaſted ; the Pre- 
tender is undone, cries out the Doctor. A Patriot 
Spirit ſtirs within me. I have long employed my 
beſt of Faculties againſt both Pope and Popery.— 
Here's a Stroke indeed! Cuckold the Pretender, 
and make a Convert of his Miſtreſs; then all tte 

Plot comes out. The Government may perhaps 
conſider me. Give me thy Hand, my Friend. 

Take it, and my Heart too, fays Dicky. And 

will you venture on this Bottom Here are the Sor- 
rels, Sir; you ſee here's the Poſitive, ſays Richard, 
taking from his Waiſtcoat Pocket: a Whole: Handful 
of Guineas. 3 
| The | 
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The Chevalier approved the Omen. And in 
the Morning they both ſet out for Cheſſer. Dick 
Eagle was obliged to call upon a certain Noble- 
man in that Neighbourhood: - 80 1 they Jog- 
ged together. 


The Chevalier had Jean Chat in his Eye, 
and Dick the Pictures. 

They arrive at Cheſter, remain a Day or two, 
and then proceed to Preſton. But on the Road 
they heard that the Rebel Army was then at Man- 
| cheſter. So they changed their Courſe, and made 
for that City. 
Dick Eagle had procured a Paſs from the No- 
bleman abovementioned; who lived within a Dozen 
Miles of Cheſter. They found it uſeful in their 

Journey. | 
As the Chevalier approached the Wee, benen 
ching like inſpiration was kindled in his Eyes. 
1 ſhall live the Champion of the Cauſe, or die a 
Martyr for my Country This Enterprize is wor- 
thy of my Spirit. Oh, Richard Eagle, like ano- 
ther Hannibal, your Friend is ſworn the Enemy 
of Rome, if I can convert her. I feel my Argu- 
ments are ſtrong. My Croſs and Diamonds look 
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Dicky enforced, Why not give his picture? 
 ?twill ſerve him in his Cauſe. If the Man is hand- 
ſome, I believe I may come at him; as to his Cauſe, 
What ſay you, Doctor? | 
Ves, Ill be revenged, quoth the Dear, for In- 
auiſition now, and all; revenged for Portugal, for 

Spain, and France. Oh, thou truſty Champion 
of the Proteſiant Church, ſtand by me now or 


never. What's your paltry Picture, Richard Eagle, . 


your thouſand Guineas to a Stroke like mine? 


__ Guineas, Sir, quoth Dick, are Were. They 
| bride an Evicence or bring a Wench. | 


Damn 
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Damn your Iriſh Evidence and Wench, replies 
the Doctor, the Revolution is concerned in my 


Attempt. The Cauſe of Nations hangs upon my 


Weapon. But Oh, this curſed Widow ! Now 


Dick Eagle, the Town's at Hand, There is a riſing. 
in Favour of my Scheme. Things I believe will 
_ proſper. What think you, Dick, of this? They ſay 
ſhe's luſty. But, Richard, ſhe muſt burn her 
Beads. I'll teach her to o keep Account without their 
Help. 


End of the SECOND Vol ux. 
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